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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Tt may be necessary to mention, that in ar- 
ranging the Odes, the Translator has adopted the 
order of the Vatican MS. For those who wish 
to refer to the ori^nal, he has prefixed an Index, 
which marks the number of each Ode in Barnes 
and the other editions. 
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AN ODE 



BY THE TRANSLATOR. 



£IH fO^fOtS TUTTtlOt y 

'iXetpos ytXuf ttctiro, 
Mc^tftfy ri xMi Avpi^f * 

Kptvti ffvy fdi^tof 9rAf{«if, 
E^iAfi q-t^nt 7fp«fr«* 
*H J^i dctfA^y tfftfovW) 
SO^IH sror <| OAc/jK^ii 
£09 pW Ay«»pe0vr«, 
£mP«0« ths tpOfTttfy 

KaXiUfftf it a-d^t^Mty 
Ttf ytfPifp Tttf fit4f /uff 
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AN ODE 



BY THE TRANSLAtOR. 



£IH fohfots Tttiftiot y 

*lXeif9S yiXuf iKtiTdf 
Mtheif re KMt Av^i^f * 

ATTitXdi ovftx^ptvmf 

'H ^i 6ftitff ttfetavUy 
ZO^IH voT <| 0?LVficvit 
%e^p»r A.fU»ptovTttf 

Ea^ftiOtt TVS tpOfTttfy 

Tt, ycf tfis Ttif fit$f /uf f 






% 



12 AN ODE BY TBE TRANSLATOR. 

Ti »09riAAtf TH AumtHy 
Atti y trfu^tious «^v, 
Oojc tftUf fOfiHS ^ikaxetfy 

*0 i"t Tijlog fitXtfiis 

'Or/, 6itCy « y' atyi » /cef, 

*0 0«^«rfler0f ««-«frA'f 
n«ptf r«f 0«^«f JMcAy^/* 

Mir« r«y »«Adif yvfattctif 
A^tXtff i^t npvittt xtf/^iw, 
fif Xufii yapy t/tccv ijr^f 
Aim^ti ftifHf tpmrtti' 

^iXt&f fmXifti vafT4tfy 
Ov n^og ftiXet^t.UfU % 
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REMARKS 

ox 

ANAGREON. 



There is very little known with certainty of the 
life of Anacreon. Ghamaeleon Heracleotes, * who 
wrote upon the subject, has been lost in the 
general wreck of ancient literature. The editors of 
the poet have collected the few trifling anecdotes, 
which are scattered through the extant authors of 
antiquity, and, supplying the deficiency of materials 
by fictions of their own imagination, they have 
arranged, what they call, a life of Anacreon. These 
specious fabrications are intended to indulge that 
interest which we naturally feel in the biography 
of illustrious men ; but it is rather a dangerous 
kind of illusion, as it confounds the hmits of 

'*' He is quoted by Athenxus if rm irtpi ry Ay«xpi«yr0f. 
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I 4 BEU&R&S ON ANACRE0T7. 

history and romance,* and is too often supported 
by unfaithful citation, f 

Our poet was bom in the city of T^os, in 
the' delicious region of Ionia, where every thing 
respired voluptuousness. § The time of his birth 
appears to have been in the sixth century before 
Christ,** and he flourished at that remarkable 
period, when, under the polished tyrants Hippar- 



* The History of Anacreon, bj Monsieur Gacon (le poe^c 
sans fard) is professedly a romance ; nor docs Mademoiselle 
Scoderiy from whom he borrowed the idda, pretend to histo- 
ritil veracity in her account of Anacreon and Sappho. These, 
then, are allowable. But how can Barnes be forgiven, who, 
with all the confidence of a biographer, traces every wander- 
ing of the poet, and settles him in his old age at a country 
villa near Tios ? 

•f* TSi learned Monsieur Bayle has detected some infideli- 
ties of quotation in Le Fevre. See Dictionnaire HistoriquCf 
etc. Madame Dacier is not more accurate than her father : 
they have almost made Anacreon prime minister to the mo- 
narch of-Samot. 

S The Asiatics were as remarkable for genius as for luxury .^ 
'* Ingenia Asiatica iacl^fta per gentes lec^re poeta, Anaereon, 
inde Mimnermus et Antimachus," etc. — Solinus. 

** I have not attempted to define the particular Olympiad, 
fiat have adopted the idea of Bayle, who says, ** Je n'ai poittt 
marqu^ d*01ympiade ^ car pour un homme qui a vecu 85 ans, 
il mc semble que Ton ne doir point s'enfermer dans dcs homes 
si ^tfoites.** 
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REilAaKS ON ANACRSON. 1^ 

chtts and PolyerateSy Athens and Samos were the 
liyal asylums of genius. The name of his fother is 
doubtful, and therefore cannot be very interesting. 
£Us family was perhaps illnstriouSy but those who 
discover in Plato that he was a descendant of tht 
monarch Godrud, exhibit, as usual, more zeal than 
accuracy. * 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon recom- 
mended hiiu to the monarch of Samos, and he 
was formed to be the friend of such a prince as 
Polycrates. Susceptible only to the pleasures, he 
felt not the corruptions of the court ; and while 
Pythagoras fled from the tyrant, Anacreon was 
celebrating his praises on the lyre. We are told 
too by Maximus Tyrius, that by the influence of 
his amatory songs he softened the. mind of Poly- 
crates into a spirit of beneyofence towtirds his 
subjects, t 

* This mistake is founded on a false interpretation of a 
▼ery obvioos passage in Plato's ]>ialogU0 on Temperance ^ it 
originated with Madame Dacier, and has been received im- 
pificilly by many. Gail, a late editor of Anacreon, seems to 
claim to himself the meiit of detecting this error ; but Bayle 
had observed it before him. 

i* AtMcf im Ji0ifif4s Tla^Xvxfuriif ij/ecpsrot.— -Maxim. 
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.^ The amours of the poet, and the rivalshipof the 
tyrant,^ I shall pass over in silence; and there 
are few, I presume, who will regret the omission 
of most of those anecdotes, which the industry of 
iOmc editors has not only promulged, but dis- 
* ■ cussed. Whatever is repugnant to modesty and 
virtue is considered in ethical science, by a sup- 
position very favourable to humanity, as impos- 
sible ; and this amiable persuasion should be much 
more strongly entertained where the transgres- 
sion wars with nature as well as virtue. But why 

■* are we not allowed to indulge in the presumption? 

Wliy are we officiously reminded that there have 
been such instances of depravity? 

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the 
power which his father Pisistratus had usurped, 
was one of those elegant princes who have polished 



Tyr. j^ ai. Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other in- 
stances of the influence ot poetry. ]f Gail had read Maximus 
Tyrius, how could he ridicule tliis idea in Moutonnct, as un- 
authenticated? 

'*' Iti the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to whicli I allnde 
is told of a young girl, -with -whom Anacreon fell in Iotc 
while she personated the god Apoiio in a mask. But here 
Mademoiselle Scuderi consulted nature mortis than truth. 
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the fetters of their subjects. He was the first, ac- 
cording to Plato, who edited the poems of Homer, 
and commanded them to be sung by the rhapso- 
dists at the celebration of the Panathensa. As his 
court was the galaxy of genius, Anacreon should 
not be absent. Hipparchus sent' a barge for him ; 
the poet embraced the invitation, and the nfuses 
and the loves we^e wafted with him to Athens. * 
The manner of Anacreon's death was singular. 
We are told that in the eighty-fifth year of his 
age he was choked by a grape-stone ; f and how- 
ever we may smile at their enthusiastic' partiality, 
who pretend that it was a peculiar indulgence of 

* There is a very interesting French poem founded upon 
this anecdote, imputed to DesyyetauX; and called *' Anacreon 
Citoyen." 

•J" Fabricius appears not to trust very implicitly in this 
story. " Uvae passse acino tandem sufibcatus* si credimus 
Suidx in oivssroriyf $ alii cnim hoc mortis genere perissc 
Uadunt Sophoclem." Fahrieii Bibliothec. Graec. lib. ii. 
cap. i5. It must be confessed that Lncian, who tells us that 
Sophocles was choked by a grape- stone, in the yery same 
treatise mentions the longevity of Anacreon, and yet is silent 
on the manner of his death. Could he have been ignorant of 
such a remarkable coincidence, or, knowing, could he have 
neglected to remark it? See Regnier^s Introduction to hia 
Anacreon. 
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Heaven which stole him from the world by this 
easy and characteristic death, we cannot help 
admiring that his fate should be so emblematic of 
lis disposition. Cselius Galcagninus alludes to this 
catastrophe in the following epitaph on our poet : 



« 



♦ 



Then, hallowM sage, those lips 'which pourM along 
The sweetest fapses of the cygnet^s song, 

A grape has closed for ever ! 
Here let the ivy kiss the poet's tomb, 
Here let the rose he lored with laurels bloom, 
In bands that ne'er shall sever ! 

But far be thoa, oh ! far, nnholy vine, 

By whom the favonritt minstrel of the Nine 

Expired his rosy breath ; 
Thy God himself no-w blnshes to confess. 
Unholy vine ! he feels he loves thee less. 

Since poor Anacreon's death ! 



* At te, sancte senex, acinus sub tartara misit ; 

Cygiiex clausit qui tibi vocis iter. 
Vos, hederae, tumolum, tumulum vos cingite lauri 

Hoc rosa perpetno vernet odora loco ; 
At vitis procul bine, prr.cul bine odiosa facessat. 

Quae causam dirae protulit, uva, necis, 
Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare. 

In vatem tantum quae fuit ausa nefas. 

Caeliu^ Galcagninus has translated or imitated the eprigrams 
us Ttif Mvfiifftf fiuf, which are given under the name of 
Anacreon. 
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There can scarcely be imagined a more delight- 
fal theme for the warmest speculations of fancy 
to wanton i]|ion, than the idea of an intercourse 
betweeii Anacreon and* Sappho. I could wish to 
beUeve that they were cotemporary : any thought 
of an interchange between hearts so congenial in 
warmdi of passion and delicacy of genius, giyes 
such play to the imagination, that the mind loves 
to indulge in it ; bulBthe vision dissolves before 
historical truth ; and|H^hamaeleon and Hennesia- 
liax, who are th/^ source of the supposition, are 
considered as having merely indulged in a poetical 
anachronism.'*' 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from 
the tone of sentiment which pervades his works, 
is sometimes a very fallacious analogy : but the 
soul of Anacreon speaks so unequivpcally through 

* Barnes is conTinced of the synchronism of Anacreon and 
Sappho^ bnt yery gratuitously. In citing his authorities, it 
is strange that he neglected the line which Fulvius Ursinus 
has ^oted, as of Anacreon, among the testimonies to Sappho : 

Eif&i Xti^wf untftL9 'Zmw^t wnfUff «^f «y«y. 

Fabricins thinks that they might haye been cotemporary, but 
considers their amour as a tale of imagination. Vossius rejects 
the idea entirely : as also Olaus Borrichius, etc. etc. 
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bis odes, that we may consult them as the faithful 

r 

mirrors of his heart, * We find him there the ele- 
gant voluptuary, diffusing the seductive charm of 
sentiment over passions and propensities at which 
rigid morality must frown. His heart, devoted 
to indolence, seems to think that there is wealth 
enough in happiness, but seldom happiness enough 
in wealth ; and the chQerfulness with which he 
brightens his old age is intflbting and endearing: 

* An Italian poet, in some rerses on . Bellean's translation 
of Anacreon, pretends to Imagioe that onr bard did not feel 
at he wrote. * • 

Lyaium, Venerem, Cupidinemc{ue 
Senex Insit Anacreon poeta. 
Sed quo tempore nee capaciores 
'^ Kogabat cyathos, ncc inquietis 

Urcbatur amoribus, sed ipsis 
Tantnm versibus et jocis amabat, 
Nullum prae se habitum gerens amantis. 

To LoTe and Bacchus, ever young, 

While sage Anacreon touched the lyre. 
He neither felt the loves he sung, 

Nor fiUM his bowl to Bacchus higher. 
Those flowery days had faded long, 

"When youdi could act the lover's part j 
And passion trembled in his song. 

But never, never reach'd his heart. 
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like his own rose, he is fragrant even in decay. 
But the most peculiar feature of his mind is that 
ioye of simplicity, which )ie attributes to himself 
so very feelingly, and which breathes characteris- 
tically through all that he has sung. In truth, if 
we omit those vices in our estimate which ethnic 
religion not only connived at, but consecrated, 
we shall say that the disposition of our p6et was 
amiable ; his morality was relaxed, but not aban- 
doned ; and virtue with her zone loosened, may 
be an emblem of the character of Anacreon. * 

Of his person and physiognomy time has pre- 
served such uncertain memorials, that perhaps it 



* Anacreon's character has been variously coloured. Barne* 
lingers on it with enthusiastic admiration, but he is always 
extravagant, if not sometimes even profane. Monsieur BaiUet, 
who is in the opposite extreme, exa^erates too much the tes- 
timonies which he has consulted ; and we cannot surely agree 
with him when he cites such a compiler as Athenaeus, as '' nn 
des plus savans critiques de rantiquit<$.*'"Jugement des 
Savans, M.CV. 

Barnes could not have read the passage to which he refers, 
when he accuses- Le Fevre of having censured our poet's cha- 
racter in a note on Longinus ; the note in question is mani- 
fest irony, in allusion to some reprehension which Le Fevre 
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were better to leave the pencil to laney ; and few 
can read the Odes of Anacreon without imagining 
the form of the animaladeld bard, crowned with 
roses, and singing to the lyre. * 

After the very enthusiastic eulogiums bestowed 
by the ancients and modems upon the poems of 
Anacreon, f we need not be dif&dent in exjMMiiltg 



had sufTered for his Anacreon ; and it is evident that praise 
rather than censnre is intimated. Sec Johannes Vulpius de 
Utilitate Poetices, who vindicates our poet^s reputauon. 

* Johannes Faher, in his description of the coin of Ursinus, 
mentions a head on a very beautifol cornelian, which he sop* 
poses was worn in a ring by some admirer of the poet. In the 
Iconographia of Canini therf is a yonthful head of Anacreon 
y from a Grecian medal, with the letters TEI02 around it; 
on the reverse there is a Neptune, holding a spear in his right 
hand, and a dolphin in the kft, with the word TMNQN^ 
iofcribed, ** volendoci denotare (says Canini) che quelle citta* 
dini la coniaasero in honore del suo compatriota poeta. 
There is also among, the coins of De Wilde, one which, 
though it bears no effigy, was probably struck to the memory 
of Anacreon. It has thewoxd THIOH, encircled with aft 
ivy crown. ** At qnidni respicit hme corona Anacreoutem, 
nobilem lyricnm?" — De Wilde. 

•f Besides those which «ie extant, he wrote hymns, elegies^ 
epigrams, etc. Some of tEe epigrams stilt exist. Horace al- 
ludes to a poem of his upon the rivalry of Circe and Penelope 
in the affections of Ulysses, lib. i. od. 17. The scholiast upon 



n 
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our raptures at their beauty, nor hesitate td^f/o^ 
nounce them the most poUshed remains of anti- 
quity.* They are aU beauty, aU^enchantment. f 
He steals us so insensibly along with him, that 



Nieander citet a fra^ent from a poem upon sleep by Ana- 
creon, and attributes to him likewise a medicinal treatise* 
Folgentins mentions a work of his upon the war between 
Jupiter aodi the Utans, and the origin of the consecration of 
the eagle. 

* See Horace, Maximus Tyrius, etc. '' His style (says Sca- 
liger) u^w^eter than the juiCe of the Indian reed.** Polices, 
lib. i.^Pp: 44* — '^ From the softness of his Yerses (says Olaus 
BorricCAis) the ancients bestowed on him the epithets sweet, 
deUcate, gpracefiil, ate." Diaatrtationes Academics, de Poetit, 
diss. 3.— Scaliger again praises him in a pun ; speaking of the 
jMtAaf, or ode, ^ Anacreon autem non solum dedit hxc f^tXti 
sed etiam m ipsis meUa." — See rif .yastage of Rapin, quoted 
by aU the editors. I cannot omit citing the following very 
spirited apostrophe of the author of the Commentary prefixed 
to the Parma edition : " yos snblimes aninuB^«Di|,^^Qlliais 
alumni, qui post unnm Alcmanem in tot& Hellade lyricam 
pocaim nauscitastis, colnistis, amplifieastis, ^xbo yos an olhu 
unqoam fnerit Yates qui Teio cantori ycI nature candore Yel 
metri snaritate palmam prxripuerit.** See likewise Vincenao 
Grayini d^ Ibg. Poetic. Ubro primo, p. 97.— ^Among the 
Kitratti del Cavalier Marino, there is one of Anacreon be^in^ 
ning Cingetemi la ftonte, etc. etc. 

•f ** We may perceive," says Vossius, " that the iteration 
0^ hia woids oMidacea ^wry much to the aweetiiesa of hit 
style.'* VLomy Stephen remarks die same beauty in a note 
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wteytnpathize even in his excesses. In his aiiia« 
tory odes there is a 4,eUcacy of compliment not 
to be found in any other ancient poet. Loye at 
that period was rather an unrefined emotion ; and 
the intercourse of the sexes was animated more 
by passion than sentiment. They knew not those 
little tendernesses which form the spiritual part 
of affection ; their expression of feeling was 
therefore rude and unvaried, and the poetry of 
Love deprived of its most captivating jsaces. 
Anaoreon, however, attained some ideas of this 
gallantry ; and the same delicacy of mind which 
led him to this refinement, preyented him from 
yielding to the freedom of language, which has 
sullied the pages of all the other poets. His de- 
scriptiMil are warm ; but the warmth is in the 
ideas, not the words. He is sportive without 
being wanton, and ardent without being licen* 
tious. His poetic invention is most brilliantly 
displayed in those allegorical fictions which so 

on the Ibrt j-fourth ode. This figure of iteration b his most 
appropriate grace. The modem writers of JuTenilia and Basia 
haye adopted it to an excess which destroys the effect. 
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many have endeavoured to imitate, becaiH^ ^U 
have confessed them to be inimitable. Simpli- 
city is the distinguishing feature of tbese odes, 
and they interest by their innocence, while they 
fascinate by their beauty ; they are, indeed, the 
infiamts of the Muses, and may be said to lisp in 
numbers. 

I shall not be accused of enthusiastic partiality 
by those who have read and felt the original ; 
but to others I am conscious that this should not 
be the language of a translator, whose faint re- 
iOection of these beauties can but little justify his 
admiration of them. 

In the age of Anacreon music and poetry were 
inseparable. These kindred talents were for a 
long time associated, and the poet always sung 
his own compositions to the lyre. It is probable 
that they were not set to any regular air, . but 
rather a kind of musical recitation, which was 
varied according to the fancy and feelings of the 
moment. *** The poems of Anacreon were sung 



* In the Paris edition there are four of the original odes set 
to music, by citizens Le Sneur, Gossec, Mehal, and Chem- 
bini. *' On chante da Latin et de Tltalien,'' says Gail, 

VOL. VII. 2 
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at bl||i|^ts as late as the time of Aulus Gellias, 
who tells as that he heard ooe of the odes per* 
fonned at a birth-day entertainment.'^ 

The singular beauty of our poet's style, aad 
perhaps the careless facility with which he aij^ 
pears to have trifled, have induced, as I jre* 
marked, a number of imitations. Some haye 
succeeded with wonderful felicity, as may be 
discerned in the few odes which are attri- 
buted to writers of a later period* fiut none 
of his emulators have been so dangerous to his 
fame as those Greek ecclesiastics of the early 
ages, who, conscious of inferiority to their proto- 
types, determined on remoying the possibility of 
comparison, and, under a semblance of moral 
xeal| destroyed the most exquisite treasures of 



" quelquefbis mime sans les entendre ; qui emp^che que noas 
ne chantions des odes Grecqnes ? '' The chromatic learning 
of tbete composers is Tery unlike what we are told of tlie 
•imple melody of the ancients j and they have all mistaken 
the accentuation of the 'words, 

* The Parma commentator is rather careless in referring to 
this passage of Aulus Gellius (lih. xix. cap. 9). — ;The ode was 
not sung by the rhetorician Julianus, as he says, but by 'the 
minstrels of both lexes, who were introduced at the enter- 
tainment. 
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antiquity.^ Sappho and Alcaeus were among the 
Tictinu of this violation ; and the sweetest flowers 
of 'Grecian literature fell beneath the rude hand of 
ecdesiastical presumption. It is true they pre- 
tended that this sacrifice of genius was canonized by 
the interests of religion ; but I haye already assigned 
the most probable motive ; f and if Gregorius Na- 
zianzenus had not written Anacreontics, we might 
now peAaps have the works of the Teian unmu- 
tilatedy and be empowered to say ^xultingly with 
Horace, 

"Rec 81 qaid olim lasit Anacreon 
Delerit xtas. 

The zeal by which these bishops professed to be 
actuated gave birth more innocently, indeed, to 

* See what Colomesias, in his *' Literary Treasnres,*' has 
qaoted from Alcjonins de Exilio { it may be found in Baxter. 
Colomesius, after citing the passage, adds, *^ Uaec auro contra 
cara non potni non apponere.** 

^ We may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn of 
Bishop Synesins, that he made Anacreon and Sappho his mo- 
dels of composition. 

Alarganins and Damascenos were likewise authors of pious 
Anacreondcs. ^ 
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an absurd species of parody, as repugnant to piety 
as it is to taste, where the poet of voluptuousness 
was made a preacher of the gospel, and his muse, 
like the Venus in armour at Lacedaemon, was 
arrayed in all the severities of priestly instruction. 
Such was the ^* Anacreon Recantatus," by Garo- 
lus de Aquino, a Jesuit, published 1701, which 
consisted of a series of palinodes to the several songs 
of our poet. Such too was the Christian Anacreon 
of t^atrignanus, another Jesuit,"^ who preposter- 
ously transferred to a most sacred subject all that 
Anacreon had sung to festivity. 

His metre has been very frequently adopted by 
the modem Latin poets. Scaliger, Taubmannus, 
Barthius,t and others, have evinced that it is by 
no means uncongenial with that language. § The 

* This, perhaps, is the '' Jesuita qnidam Graeculus" alluded 
to by Barnes, who has himself composed an AvmKpttif Xptft~ 
mfty as absurd as the rest, but somewhat more skilfully 
executed. 

i* I have seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of Bar- 
thius, written just after his death, which mentions many more 
Anacreontics of his than I belieye have ever been published. 

J Thus too Albertns, a Danish poet : 

Fidii tui minister 
Gandebo semper esse 
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Anacreontics of Scaliger, however, scarcely de- 
serve the name ; they are glittering with conceits, 
and, though often elegant, are always laboured. 
The beautiful fictions of Angerianus,^ have pre- 
served more happily than any, the delicate turn 
of those allegorical fables, which, frequently pass- 
ing through the mediums of version and imita- 
tion, have generally lost their finest rays in the 
transmission. Many of the Italian poets have 
sported on the subjects, and in the manner of 
Anacreon. Bernardo Tasso first introduced the 
mietre which was afterwards polished and en- 
riched by Chabriera and others. f l£ we may judge 
by the references of Degen, the German language 

Oandebo semper illi 
Litare thure malso^ 
Gandebo semper illam 
Laudare pumilillis 
Anacreooticillis. 

See tbe Danish Poeu collected by Kostgaard. 

These pretty littlenesses defy translation. There is a very 
beantiful Anacreontic by Hugo Grotius. See lib. i. Farra- 
ginis. 

* From Angerianus, Prior has taken his most elegant my- 
thological subjects. 

f See Cresimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poes. 
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abounds in Anacreontic imitations: and Hage- 
dom * is one among many who have assumed him 
as a model. La Farre^ Ghaulieu, and the other 
light poets of France, have professed too to cul* 
tiyate the muse of Teos ; but they have attained 
all her negligence with little of the grace that em-* 
bellishes it. In the delicate bard of Schiras f we 
find the kindred spirit of Anacreon : some of his 
gazelles, or songs, possess all the character of our 
poet. 

We come now to a retrospect of the editions 
of Anacreon. To Henry Stephen we are indebted 
for having first recovered his remains from the 
obscurity in which they had reposed for so many 
ages. He found the seventh ode, as we are told, 
on the cover of an old book, and communicated 
it to Yictorius, who mentions the circumstance in 
his " Various Readings.** Stephen was then very 
young ; and this discovery was considered by some 

* L'aimable Hagedom vaat qaelquefois Anacreon. Dorat, 
Idde de la Poesie Allemande. 

t See Toderini on the learning^of the Turks, as translated* 
by De. Coumard. Prince Cantemir has made the Russians 
acquainted with Anacreon. See his Life, prefixed to a trans- 
lation of his Satires, by the Abb^ de Guasco. 
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critics of that day as a literary imposition. * In 
1 554) however, he gave Anacreon to the world, f 
accompanied with annotations and a Latin version 
of the greater part of the odes. The learned still 
hesitated to receive them as the relics of the Teian 
bard, and suspected them to be the fabrication of 
some monks of the sixteenth centnry. This was 
an idea firom which the classic mnse recoiled ; and 
the Vatican manoscript, consulted by Scaliger and 
Salmasius, confirmed the antiquity of most of the 
poems. A very inaccurate copy of this MS. was 
taken by Isaac Yossius, and this is the authority 
which Barnes has followed in his collation ; ac^ 
cordingly he misrepresents almost as often as he 
quotes ; and the subsequent editors, relying upon 

* Robertellus, in his work *' De Ratiooe corrigendiy" pro- 
nounces these verses to be the triflings of some insipid Grxcist. 

■f* Ronsard commemorates this event : 

Je vay boire k Henri Etienne 

Qui des enfers nons a rendu, 

Da vieil Anacreon perdu, 
La donee 1 jrc Teienne. Ode zt. book $. 

I fill the bowl to Stephen's name, 
Who rescued from the gloom of night 

'The Teian bard of festive fame, 
And brought his living lyre to light. 
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him, have spoken of the manuscript with not less 
confidence than ignorance. The literary world 
has, at length, been gratified with this curious 
memorial of the poet, by the industry of the 
Abb^ Spaletti, who, in 1 781, published at Rome a 
fac-simile of the pages of the Vatican manuscript, 
which contained the odes of Anacreon."* 

Monsieur Gail has given a catalogue of all the 
editions and translations of Anacreon. I find their 
number to be much greater than I could possibly 
have had an opportunity of consulting. I shall 
therefore content myself with enumerating those 
editions only which I have been able to collect ; 
they are very few, but I believe they are the most 
important : — 

The edition by Henry Stephen, i554, at Paris — 
the Latin version is, by Colomesius, attributed to 
John Dorat. f 



* Tbis manuscript, which Spaletti thiiiki as old as the 
tenth century, was brought from the Palatine into the Vatican 
library; it is a kind of anthology of Greek epigrams; and in 
the 676ih page of it are found the ij^tttfiim wft^^fftuiut 
of Anacreon, ^• 

f " Le m^me (M. Vossius) m*a dit qu'il avait poss^dd nn 
Anacreon, oil Scaliger avait marqui^ de sa main, c[a*Henri 
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The old French translations, by Ronsard and 
Belleau — the former published in 1 555, the latter 
in f 556. It appears that Henry Stephen commu^ 
nicated his manuscript of Anacreon to Ronsard 
before he published it, by a note of Muretus upon 
one of the sonnets of that poet. * 

The edition by Le Fevre, 1660. 

The edition by Madame Dacier, 1681 , with a 
prose translation, f 

The edition by Longepierre, ]684i with a trans- 
lation in verse. 

The edition by Baxter; London, 1695. 

A French translation by La Fosse, 1764* 

'* L'Histoire des Odes d'Anacr&n," by Mon- 
sieur Gacon ; Rotterdam, 1 7 1 2 . 

Edenne n'etait pas I'aateur de la Ter«ion Latine Aes odes de 
ce poete, mais Jean Dorat.*' Paulus Colomesius, Particb- 
larites. 

Colomesius, however, seems to have relied too implicitly 
on Vossins : almost all these Particularite's begin willi " M. 
Vossins m*a dit.'^ 

-*" « La fiction de ce sonnet, comme Tantenr m^me m'a dit, 
est prise d'nne oded'Anacreon, encore non imprlm^e, qu'il a 
depuis traduite, ov fctf ^<Aiy ^tXiitif" 

•f The author of Nouvelles de la Repub. des Lett, praises 
this translation yery liberally. I haye always thonghi it yaguc 
and spiritless. 
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A translation in English verse, by several hands, 
i^i3, in which the odes by Cowky are inserted. 

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 1783, with a Latin 
version in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English verse, by John Addison, 
1735. 

A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon, 
published at Venice, 1786, consisting of those by 
Gorsini, Regnier^ * Salvini, Marchetti, and one by 
several anonymous authors, f 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and 
Doctor Broome, 1760. § 

Another, anonymous, 1768. 

The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; with 
the fao-simiie of the Vatican MS. 



* The notes of Regnler are not inserted in this edition : 
they must be interesting, as they were for the most part com- 
mnnicated by the ingenious Menage, -who, we may perceive, 
bestowed some research on the subject, by a passage in the 
Menagiana — *'C'est aussi lui (M. Bigot) qui 8*est donne la 
peine de confdrer des mannscritsen Italic dans le temps que je 
trayaillais sur Anacreon." — Menagiana, seconde partie. 

•f I find in Haym's Notizia de* Libri rari, an Italian trans- 
lation mentioned, by Cappone in Venice, 1670. 

§ This is the most complete of the English translations. 
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The edition by Degen,. 1786, who published 
also a German translation of Anacreon, esteemed 
the best. 

A translation in English yerse, by Urqohart, 

1787. 

The edition by Gitoyen Gail, at Paris, serenth 
year, 1799* with a prose translation. 
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ODE I.* 

I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure ^ 
The minstrel of the Teian measure ; 
'Twas in a vision of the night, 
He beam'd upon my wondering sight ; 
1 heard his voice, and warmly press'd 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 
His tresses wore a silvery die, 
But beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 
Through the mist of soft desire. 

* This ode is the first of the series in the Vatican mannscript, 
which attributes it to no other poet than Anacreon. They 
who assert that the manuscript imputes it to Basilins, have 
been misled by the words Tv avru fitcotXiKtitf in the margin, 
which are merely intended as a titls to the following ode. 
Whether it be the production of Anacreon or not, it has all 
the features of ancient simplicity, and is a beautiful imitation 
of the poef 8 happiest manner. 

Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 

TThrough the mist of soft desireJ] " How could he know 
at the first look (says Baxter) that the poet was ^tMuus ?** 



38 ODES OF AETACREOir. 

His lip exhaled, ^vmene'er he sighed. 

The fragraDoe of the racy tide ; 

And, as with weak -and reeling feet, 

He came my cordial kiss to meet, 

An infant of the Cyprian band 

Guided him on with tender hand. 

Quick from his glowing brows he drew 

His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 

I took the braid of wanton twine. 

It breathed of him and blush'd with wine I 

There are surely many tell-tales of this propensity ; and the 
following are the indices, which the physiognomist gives, dc- 
scrihing a disposition perhaps not unlike that of Anacreon : 
O^^ttXfioi icXv^ofAtfoif KVfimfofTts tf tlvroif, ttf «^p«^«t« 
KM tvxtt6ttitf t^rttifTtM. itTi J"f tt^K0iy art jc«e»vpy0i, itrt 
^unMS (patuXiiSy itrt tc/Lbitgiii. — Adamautius. '* The eyes that 
are humid and fluctuating show a propensity to pleasure and 
love ; they bespeak too a mind of integrity and beneficence, 
a generosity of disposition, and a genius for poetry.^ 

Baptista Porta tells us some strange opinions of the ancient 
^ysiognomists on this subject, their reasons for which were 
curious, and perhaps not altogether fanciful. Vide Physiog* 
nom. Johan. Baptist. Portae. 

I took the braid of wanton twine. 

It breathed ofhim, etc.'] Pbilostratus has the same thought 
in one of his^pAiriJC«, where he speakb of uie garland which 
he had sent to his mistress. E/ ^i finXtt ri ^i>^t/ Xttpt" 

fttff aXXu Ktu nt, '" W thou art inclined to gratify thy 
lover, send him back the remains of the garland, no longer 
breathing oif roses only, bat of thee I " Which pretty con- 



ODES OF ANACREOir. 3g 

I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah ! I feel its magic now I 
I feel that even his garland's touch 
Can make the bosom love too much ! 

ceic is borrowed (as the author of the Observer remarks) in 
a well-known little song of Ben Jonson's :— 

'' But thou thereon didst onlj breathe, 
And sent it back to me ; 
Since when, it looks and smells, I swear, 
Not of itself, bnt thee ! '^ 

And ah I I feel its magic no'wl'\ This idea, as LoBge- 
pierre remarks, is in an epigram of the seventh book of the 
Anthologia. 

While I unconscious quafTd my wine, 

Twas then thy fingers slyly stole 
Upon my brow that wreath of thine, 

Which since has madden'd all my soul ! 
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ODE II. 

4 

GiTE me the harp of epic song. 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing. 
Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 
I'm monarch of the hoard to-night ; 
And all around shall brim as high, 
And qualT the tide as deep as I ! 
And when the cluster's mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting balm mfuse, 
Our feet shall catch the elastic bound, 
And reel us through the dance's round. 
Oh Bacchus ! we shall sing to thee, 
In wild but sweet ebriety ! 
And flash around such sparks of thought, 
As Bacchus could alone have taught ! 

Proclaim the laws of festal rite,"^ The ancients pre- 
scribed certain laws of drinking at their festivals, for an 
account of which see the commentators. Anacreon here 
acts the symposiarch, or master of the festival. I have trans- 
lated according to those who consider xvsrf AA«e HcfUif as 
an inversion of 6tafiitf xvTcAAAiy. 
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Then giye the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing ! 



ODE III * 

Listen to the Muse's lyre, 
Master of the pencil's fire ! 
Sketched in painting's bold display, 
Many a city first pourtray ; 
Many a city, revelling free, 
Warm with loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
Bacchants straying o'er the plain ; 
Piping as they roam along, 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 



* Monsieur La Fosse has thought proper to lengthen this 
poem by considerable interpolations of his own, which he 
thinks are indispensably necessary to the completion of the 
description. 
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Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme as this poortray^ 
All the happy heaven of love, 
These elect of Cupid prove. 



ODE IV.* 

Vulcan ! hear your glorious task ; 
1 do not from your labours ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine, 
For war was ne*er a sport of mine. 
No — let me have a silver bowl, 
Where I may cradle all my soul ; 
But let not o'er its simple frame 
Your mimic constellations flame ; 
Nor grave upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling o'er the tide, 
I care not for the glittering wane, 
Nor yet the weeping sister train. 

* This is the ode which Aulas Gellius tells as was per- 
formed by miastrels at an entertainment where he wa& 
present. 
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Hut oh ! let vines luxuri&nt roll 
Their blushing tendrils round the bowl. 
While many a rose-lipp'd bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 
Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes, 
Wildly press the gushing grapes ; 
And flights of loves, in wanton ringlets, 
Flit around on golden winglets ; 
While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckons the rosy vintage-Power. 

HHiile many a rose-lipp'd bacchant maid, etc.] I have 
given this according to the Vatican mannscript, in which the 
ode concludes with the following lines, not inserted accurately 
in any of the editions : 

Km jtMUfuhts Tfvytfaufy 
ITs/fi ^ A^fsv sivy^ 
AjyvsCtfrnr ir«sryyr«$-. 
Tits ntrvfus ytA«yr«sf, 
Kmt Xfvo^s Tus tparttfy 
Kju KuB^f^f ytXtfoufy 
'Ofiu lutXm Avtcitty 
EftfTtt K Atpfhrnf, 
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ODE v.* 

Grate me a cup with brilliant grace. 
Deep as the rich and holy vase, 
Which on the shrine of Spring reposes^. 
When shepherds hail that hour of roses. 
Graye it with themes of chaste design ^ 
Form'd for a heavenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites, 
In which religious zeal 4elights ; 
Nor any tale of tragic fate. 
Which history trembles to relate ! 
No— cull thy fancies from above, 
Themes of heaven and themes of loye. 
Let Bacchus, Jove's ambrosial boy. 
Distil the grape in drops of joy. 
And while he smiles at every tear. 
Let warm-eyed Venus, dancing near, 

* Degen thinks that this ode is a more modem imitation of 
the preceding. There is a poem hy Caelius Calcagninus, in 
the manner of both, where he gives instructions about the 
making of a ring. 

Tomabis annulnm mihi 

£t fabre, et apte, et commode, etc. etc. 
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With spirits of the genial bed, 
The dewy herbage deftlfi tread. 
Let Lovei be there, without his arms, 
In timid nakedness of charms ; 
And all the Graces link'd with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove ; 
While rosy boys disporting round. 
In circlets trip the velvet ground ; 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for my rosy boys ! 

Let Love be there, without his arms, etc,"] Thuft Sanna- 
zai-o in the eclogue of Gallicio nelP Arcadia : 

Vegnan li yaghi Amori 
Senza fiammcUe, 6 strali, 
Scherzando insieme pargoletti e nadi. 

Fluttering on the busy wing, 

A train of naked Cupids came. 
Sporting round in harmless ring. 

Without a dart, without a flame. 

And thus in the Perrigilium Veneris : 

Ite nymphs, posuit arma, feriatus est amor. 

Love is disarmM— ye nymphs, in safety stray. 
Tour bosoms now may boast a holiday ! 

But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 

/ tremble for my rosy boys ! j An allusion to the fable, 
that Apollo had lulled his beloved boy Hyacinth, while play- 
ing with him at qnoits. " This (says M. La Fosse) is as- 
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ODE VI.* 

As late I sought the spangled bowers. 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 
Where many an early rose was weeping, 

I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 

suredly the sense of the text, and it cannot admit of any 
other." 

The Italian translators, to save themselves the troobfe of a 
note, have taken the liberty of making Anacreon explain this 
fable. Thus Salvini, the most literal of any of them : 

Ma con lor non giuochi Apollo j 

Che in fiero risco 

Col duro disco 

A Giacinto fiacc6 il coUo. 

* The Vatican MS. pronounces this beautiful fiction to be 
the genuine offspring of Anacreon. It has all the features of 
the parent : 

et facile insciis 
Noscitetur ah omnibus. 

The commentators, however, have attributed it to Jnlian,^ 
a royal poet. 

ffHiere mar^ an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping,^ This idea is prettily 
imiuted in the following epigram by Andreas Naugeriua: 

Florentes dum forte vagans mea Hyella per hortos 

Texit odoratis lilia cana rosis, 
Ecce rosas inter latiuntem invenit amorem . 

Et simul annexis floribus impUcuit. 
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I caught the boy, a goblet's tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 
I caught him by his downy wing. 
And whelm'd him in the racy spring. 

Luctatur primo, et contra sifteBtibus alls 

Indomitus tentat solvere Tincta puer, 
Mox ubi lacteolas eC dignas matre papUlas 

Vidit et ora ipsos nata movere Deos. 
Impositosque comx ambrosios at sentit odores 

Quosque Jegic diii messe bcatus Arabs ; 
/' I (dixit) mea, quaere poram tibi mater a moreui, 

'' Imperio sedes hxc erit apta meo." 

As fair Hyella, through the bloomy groTe, 
A wreath of many mingled flowerets wore, 
Within a rose a sleeping lore she found. 
And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 
Awhile he struggled, and impatient tried 
To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied; 
But when he saw her bosom^s milky swell, 
Her features, where the eye of Jove mi^t dwell j 
And caught the ambrosial odours of her hair. 
Rich as die breathings of Arabian air ; 
'* Oh ! mother Venus^' (said the raptured child 
By charms, of more than mortal bloom, beguiled), 
'' Go, seek another boy, thou'st lost thine own, 
" iiyella's bosom shall be Cupid*s throne ! ^' 

This epigram of IVaugerius is imitated by LodoTico Dolce, 
in a poem beginning 

Mentre raccoglie hor uno, hor altro fiore 
Vicina a un rio di chiare et lucid' onde, 
Lidia, etc. etc. 
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Oh ! then I drank the poisoned bowl, 
And Love now nestles in my soul ! 
Tes, yes, my soul is Cupid's nest, 
I feel him fluttering in my breast. 



ODE VII * 

The women teU me every day ^. 

That all my bloom has past away. 

" Behold,*' the pretty wantons cry, 

** Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 

*^ The locks upon thy brow are few, 

** And, like the rest, they're withering too ! ** 

Whether decline has thinnM my hair, 

Fm sure I neither know nor care ; 

* Albert! has imitated this ode, in a poem beginning 

Nisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirsi, tu se^ pnr veglio. 

Wlieiher decline has thinn'd my hair, 

I'm iure I neither know nor care, ] Henry Stephen Tcry 
justly remarks the elegant negligence of expression in the 
original here : 

Ey§f ^ T»f K%fMtt fltf 

EtT netfy UT Mxiy^^tfv 
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But this I know, and this I feel, 
As onward to the tomb I steal, 
That still as death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ; 
And had I but an hour to live. 
That little hour to bliss Td give ! 

And Longepierre ha3 adduced from Catullus, what he think*, 
a similar instance of this simplicity of manner : 

Ipse qnis sit, ntmm sit, an non sit, id quoqae hescit. 

Longepierre was a good critic, but perhaps the line which 
he has selected is a specimen of a carelessness not Tery ele- 
gant; at the same time I confess, that none of the Latin 
poets haye ever appeared to me so capable of imitating the 
graces of Anacreon as Catullus, If. he had not allowed a de- 
praved imagination to hurry him so often into yulgar licen- 
tiousness. -. ' 

7%at Hill as death approaches nearer. 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ; ] Ponunus has a 
▼ery ddicate thought upon the subject of old age : 

Quid rides, Matrona ? senem quid temnis amantem ? 
Qnisquis amat nulU est conditione senex. 

Why do you scorn my want of youth. 
And with a smile my brow behold? 

Lady, dear I believe this truth, 
That he who loves cannot be ol4. 



VOL. VU. 
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ODE VIII.* 

I CARE not for the idle state 
Of Persians king^ the rich, the great ! 
I envy not the monarch's throne. 
Nor wish the treasured gold nly own. 
But oh ! be mine the rosy braid, 
The fervour of my brows to shade ; 
Be mine the odours, richly sighing^ 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying. 

* '* The German poet LeMmg has imiuted this ode. Vol. i. 
p. ^/* — Degen. Gail de Editionibus. 

fisster conjectures that this was written upon the occasion 
of our pbef s returning the money to Policrates, according to 
the anecdote in Stobaeus. 

/ care not/or the idle ttate. 

Of Persia's king, etc."] " There is a fragment of Archi- 
locus in Plutarch, * De tranquillitate animi,' wfiicfa our poet 
has very closdy imitated here : it begins, 

Otf fisi rm rvyi« r« «r«Atf;^]i0«ir ^lAfi.* — Barites. 

In one of the monkish isaitatCMrs of Anacreon we find the 
same thought. 

, "t»x^f tfitif tpsfrsfy 

Tt m diAfif ytftff^M § 
0f Af If Fvyia^, r« luu th ; 

Be mine the odours^ richly sighing, 

Amidst my hoary tresses Jlying."} In the original, fswftn 
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To-day 111 harte to quafFmy wine, 

As if to-morraw B^'er should skine 9 

But if to*morrow comes, why then^^ 

ni haste to quaff my wine again* 

And thus while all our .day« .^ro bright^ ; . 

Nor time has dimm'd their, bloomy, ligbt^ , 

Let us the'festal hours beguile 

With mantling cup ^nd ^^Iprdial smile ; 

xmntSftX*** tfVjyriyr. On account of this idea of perfomiog 
the beard, Cornelias de P||aw p|^npi}nces the whole ode to 
be the spurious production of some lascivious monk, who was 
nursing his beard with unguents. But he should haye known 
that this was an ancient eastern ■ qu«toiny which, if we ipaj 
believe Savary, still exists : '^Yous vqyez, Monsieur (says this 
traveller), que Tusage antique de se parfumer la t^te et la 
barbe, * c^e'br^ p^r le prpphjlil^, R^^, su^siste en9ore 4^ nos 
jours.*' — Lettre 19. Savarj likewise cites this very ode of 
Anacreon. Angerianus has not thought thtf idea ineonflistent ; 
he has introduced it in the following lines : 

Haec mihi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrto, 

Et curas multo delapidare mero. 
Haec mihi cura, comas et barbam tingere succo 

Assyrio et dulces continuare )Ocqs. . 

This be my care, to twine the rosy wreath, 
And drench mj sorrows in the ample bowl; 

To let my beard th* Assyrian unguent breathe, 
And give a loose to levity of soul I ■. 

* '' Sicut unguentum in capita quod descendit in bai^dm 
Aaron, — Ptaume i33.r 
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And shed from every bowl of wine 

The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine ! 

For death may come with brow unpleasant, 

May come when least we wish him present. 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us— drink no more ! 



ODE IX * 

I PRAT thee, by the gods above, 
Give me the mighty bowl I love, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
" I will— I will be mad to-night! " 

* The poet here is in a frenzy of enjoyment, and it is, in- 
deed, " amabilis insania.** 

Faror di poesia, 
Di lascivia, e di vino, 
Tripiicato furore, 
Bacco, Apollo, et Amore. 

Ritratti del Cavalier Marino. 

This it, as Scaliger expresses it, 

— Insanire dulce 
£t sapidum fnrere furorem. 



ODES OF ANACREON. 

Alcmaeon once, as legends tell, 
Was frenzied by the fiends of hell ; 
Orestes too, with naked tread. 
Frantic paced the mountain head ; 
And why ? — a murder'd mother's shade 
Before their conscious fancy played. 
But I can ne*er a murderer be, 
The grape alone shall bleed by me ; 
Tet can I rave, in wild delight, 
** I will- 1 wiU be mad to-night." 
The son of Jove, in days of yore. 
Imbrued his hands in youthful gore. 
And brandish'd, with a maniac joy. 
The quiyer of the expiring boy : 
And Ajax with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate scour'd the guiltless field. . 
But I, whose hands no quiver hold, 
No weapon but this flask of gold, 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is but a scattered wreath of flowers ; 
Yet, yet can sing with wild delight, 
^* I will— I will be mad to-night I " 
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ODE X * 

Tell me how to punish thee, 
For the mischief done to me ? 
Silly swallow ! prating thing, 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing ? 
Or, as Tereus did of old 
(So the fabled tale is told), 

* This ode is liddressed to a swallow. I find from Degen 
and from GaiPs index, that the German poet Weisse has 
imitated it, Scherz. Lieder. lib. ii. carm. 5; that Ramler also 
has imitated it, Lyt*. Blnmenlese, lib. iV. p. 335 ; and some 
others.^See Gail de Editionibns. 

We are referred by Degen to that stdpid' book, the Epistles 
of Alciphron, tenth epistle, third book; where lophon com- 
plains to Eraston of being wakened, by the crowing of a 
cock, from his rision of riches. 

Silly swallow! prating thing'y etc.'} The loqaacity of 
the swallow was proverbialized ; thus Nicostratus : 

EXtyrr «r ijfuff nt^fftrtfui vXtt.' 

If in prating from momiag till oight, 

A sign of onr wisdom there be, 
The swallows are wiser by right. 

For they prattle mnch faster than we. 

Off as Tereus did of old, etc. 2 Modem poetry has con- 
firmed the name of Philomel upon the nightingale j but many 
yery respectable ancients assigned this metamorphose to Progne, 
and made Philomel the swallow, as Anacreon does here. 
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Shall I tear that tongue away, 
Tongue that utter'd «uch a lay ? 
How unthinking hast thou been ! 
Long before the dawn was.seen, 
When I slumbered in a. dream, 
(Love was the delicious theme ! ) 
Just when I was. nearly blest, 
Ah I thy matin broke my rest I 



»*;;• <r.' 



ODE XL* 



(i 



TELt me, gentle, youth, I pray thee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy. 
Image of the Paphian boy?" 
Thus I s^ the other day, *^ 

To a youth who pass'd my way : 
" Sir,'* (he answer'd, and the while 

Answer'd all in Doric style,) 

■ ... I 

* It is difficnlt to preserve with any grace the narrative sim- 
plicity of ^s ode, and the humour of the turn with which 
it concludes. I feel that the translation must appear very 
vapid, if not ludicrous, to an English reader. 
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" Take it, for a trifle take it ; 

Think not yet that I could make it ; 

Pray, helieye it was not I ; 

No— it cost me many a sigh. 

And I can no longer keep 

Little gods, who murder sleep ! " 

" Here, then, here,** I said with joy, 

** Here is silver for the boy : 

He shall be my bosom guest, 

Idol of my pious breast ! '* 

Little Love ! thou now art mine, 

Warm me with that torch of thine ; 

Make me feel as 1 have felt^ 

Or thy waxen frame shall melt. 

I must bum in warm desire. 

Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire I 

And I can no longer keep 

Little godsy who murder sleep !"] 1 h&ve not literally ren- 
dered the epithet «r«f r#^f»r«t | if it has any fneaning here, 
it is one, perhaps, better omitted. 

/ must bum in warm desire. 

Or thouy mjr boy, in yonder fire! ] Monsieur Longepierre 
conjectures from this, tliat, whatever Anacreon might say, he 
sometimes felt the incouTeniences of old age, and here solicits 
from the power of Love a i^armth which he could no longer 
expect from Nature. 
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ODE XII. 

They tell how Atys, wild with love, 
Roams the mount and haunted grove ; 
Gybele's name he howls around, 
The i^oomy blast returns the sound ! 
Oft too by Glaros* hallowed spring, 
The votaries of the laurell'd king 
Quafif the inspiring, magic stream, 
And rave in wild prophetic dream. 

They tell how AVfs^ wild wkh love^ 

Roams the mount and haunted groue. "} There are many 
contradictor J stones of the loves of Cybele and Atys. It is 
-certain that he was mnUlated, but whether by his own fury, 
or her jealousy, is a point which authors are not agreed 
upon. 

CyheU^s name he howls around, etc."] I have adopted 
the accentuation which Elias Andreas gives to Cybele : 

In montibus Cyb^len 
Magno sonans boatu.. 

Oft too by Claros* hallowed spring, etc,"] This fountain 
was in a grove, consecrated to Apollo, and situated between 
Colophon and Lebedos, in Ionia. The god had an oracle 
there. Scaliger has thus alluded to it in his Anacreontica : 

Semel ut concitus oestro, 
Veluti qui Clarias aquas, 
Ebibere loquaces, 
Quo plus canunt, plura volunt. 

3. 
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But frenzied dreams are not for me^ 
Great Bacchus is (ny deity ! 
Full of mirth, and full of him, 
While wares of perftime fotthdme ^im ; 
While flayonr'd'b«iwls are fuli supplied, 
And you sit blushing by ihy side, 
I will be m&d'aYid ravimg tdo-^ 
Mad, my girll i^rJth lo^ve for you ! 



ODE XIIL 

I WILL ', I will ; the conflict's past, 
And ni consent to love at last. 
Cupid has long with smiling art, 
Invited me to yield my heart ; 
And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign *d ; 
And I've fepell'd the tender lure. 
And hoped my heart should sleep secure. 

WTiile waves ofperfiancj etc,"] Spaletti has mistaken the 
import oitfftv^ttSy as applied to the poet's mistress : '< VLtk 
fatigatus amicA/' He interprets it, in a sense irvhich must 
want either delicacy or gallantry. 
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Buty slighted ia his boasted charms, 
The angry infaat flew to arms ; 
He slang his quiver's golden frame, 
He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 
And proudly summoned me to yield. 
Or meet him on the martial field. 
And what did I unthinking do ? 
I took to arms, undaunted too ;•— 

And what did I unthinking do ? 

I took to aims, luidaunted too* ] Longepieire has cpioted 
an epigram from the Anthologia, in which the poet assmnec 
Reason as the armour against Love. 

With Reason I cover iny breast las a shield. 
And fearlessly meet'litUe Love in: the field; 
Thus fighting his godship, Dl ne'er be dismay'd ; 
But if Bacchus shbiild ever advance .to his aid, 
Alas ! then, unable to combat- the. two. 
Unfortunate warrior ! what should I do ? 

This idea of the irresistibility of Cupid and Bacchus united, 
is delicately expressed in an Italian poem, wbich'is so very 
Anacreontic that I may be pardoned for introducing it. In- 
deed, it is an imitation of our poet^s sixth ode. 

Lavossi Amore In quel vicino fiume 
O.ve giuro (Pastor) chc bevend *io 
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Assumed the corselet, shield, and speaf^ 
And, like Pelides, smiled at fear. 
Then (hear it, all you Powers above I ) 
I fought with Love ! I fought with Love I 
And now his arrows all were shed — 
And I had just in terrors fled — 
Wlien, heaving an indignant sigh, 
To see me thus unwounded fly^ 

Bevei le fiamme, anzi 1* istesso Dio, 
C hor con V faumide piume 
Lascivetto mi scherza al cor intomo. 
Ma che sarei s^ io lo bevessi un giomo 
Bacco, nel tuo liquore? 
Sarei, piu che non sono ebro d' A more. 

The urchin of the bow and quiver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring river, 
Where, as 1 drank on yester-eve 
(Shepherd-youth ! the tale believe), 
'Twas not a cooling, crystal draught, 
'Twas liquid flame I madly quaffed j 
For Love ^as in the rippling tide, 
I felt him to my bosom glide. 
And now the wily, wanton minion 
Plays o'er my heart with restless pinion ^ 
This was a day of fatal star. 
But wcfe it not more fatal far. 
If, Bacchus, in thy cup of fire, 
I found this fluttering, young desire ? 
Then, then indeed my soul should prove 
Much more than ever, drunk with love ? 
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And, having now no other dart, 
He glanced himself into my heart I 
My heart — alas the luckless day ! 
Received the God, and died away. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield ! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield. 
Vain, vain, is every outward care, 
My foe*s within, and triumphs there. 



6i 
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ODE XIV.* 

Count me, on the summer trees, 
Every leaf that courts the breeze ; 

Andf hauing now no other dart^ 

He glanced himself into my heart ( ] Dryden has paro** 
died this thought in the following extravagant lines : 

——I'm all o'er Love 5 
Nay, I am Love \ Love shot, and shot so fast, 
He shot himself into my Breast at last. 

* The poet, in this catalogue of his mistresses, means nothing 
more than, by a lively hyperbole, to tell us that his heart, 
unfettered by any one object, was warm with devotion to-^ 
wards the sex in general. Cowley is indebted to this ode for 
the hint of his ballad, called ''The Chronicle;" and the 
learned Monsieur Menage has imitated it in a Gre^k Ana- 
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GMUit me, CD the Immy deep, 
Etctj waTe that sinks to deep ; 



wliick kas so Mock cue and spirit, tkat the reader 
ij MOt ke di^leased at seeiiig it kere : 



nMfmmTtWfTt ^^vyyurr, 
'AX§f rf um/tmrm^^y 
Asf 9, Buny m^iifUiw^ 
Kmt T9f tftms %pmvme 

2>M«^9», Mc»9f, Mfyir9v> 
Af swff n JiMi McA«i»«f , 

*0 «vf ^iA«r ^<A9«f . 
II«vrsrv jffffU9 f«Yf- 
Asrvv MSTF £^«rr«f, 

Afrr«iF«v A^f^kti/fy 
Xfvnif, »mXti9y yAvMMif , 

'Afi/MP9F ^iA9#«f 
Ey#yf ^9 /•F«i^9f . 

Tell the foKa^ of the woods, 
Tell the billows of the floods, 
Nomber midni^f s starrj store. 
And the sands diat crowd the shore j 
Hien, my fiion, thoa mayst coant 
Of my lores the rast amount! 
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Then, when you have numbered these 
Billowy tides and leafy trees, 

Pve been loving, all my days, 
Many nymphs, in many ways. 
Virgin, widow, maid, and wife— 
Pve been doting all my life. 
Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains. 
Goddesses of groves and moantains, 
Fair and sable, great and small. 
Yes— I swear Pve loved them all ! 
Every passion soon was over^ 
I was bat the moment^s lover \ 
Oh ! Pm sBch^ a roving elf. 
That the Queen of Love herself. 
Though she practised all her wiles, 
Rosy blushes, golden smiles. 
All her beauiy^a proud endeavour 
Could not chain my heart for ever I 

Count mCf on the summer trees, 

Euery leaf, etcl\ This figure is called, by the rhetoricians, 
«^0v«r«v, and is very frequently made use of in poetry. 
The amatory writers have exhausted a world of imagery by 
it, to express the infinity of kisses, which they require from 
the lips of their mistresses : in this Catullus led the way. 

— Quam^ sidera mnlta, cum tacet nox, 

Furtivos hominum vident amores \ 

Tam te basia multa basiare 

Vesano satis^ et super Catullo est : 

'Quae nee pernumerare curiosi 

Possint, nee mala fascinare lingna. Carm. 7. 

As many stellar eyes of light, 
As through the silent waste of night. 
Gazing upon this world of shade. 
Witness some secret youth and maid. 
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Count me all the flames I prove. 
All the gentle nymphs I love. 
First, of pure Athenian maids 
Sporting in their olive shades, 
You may reckon just a score ; 
Nay, ril grant you fifteen more. 
In the sweet Corinthian grove, 
Where the glowing wantons rove. 
Chains of beauties may be found. 
Chains, by which my heai;t is bound ; 



Who, fair -as thou and fond as I, 

In stolen joys enamourM lie ! 

So many kisses, ere I slumber, 

Upon those dew-bright lips PU number; 

So many vermil, honeyM kisses. 

Envy can never count our blisses. 

No tongue shall tcli the sum, but mine ; 

No lips shall fascinate, but diine ! 

In the sweet Corinthian grot^e. 

Where the glowing wantons roue, etc."] Corinth was 
very famous for the beauty and the number of iu courte- 
sans. Venus was the deity principally worshipped by the 
people, and prostitution in her temple was a meritorious act 
of religion. Conformable to this was their constant and so- 
lemn prayer, that the gods would increase the number <^ 
their courtesans. We may perceive from the application of 
the verb xofif^itj^uvy in Aristophanes, that the wantonness 
of the Corinthians became proverbial. 
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There indeed are girls divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine ! 
Many bloom in Lesbos' isle ; 
Many in Ionia smile ; 
Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast ; 
Caria too contains a host. 
Sum these all — of brown and fair 
You may count two thousand there ! 
What, you gaze ! I pray you, peace ! 
More m find before I cease. 
Have I told you all my flames 
'Mong the amorous Syrian dames ? 
Have I numbered every one 
Glowing under Egypt's sun ? 
Or the nymphs who, blushing sweet. 
Deck the shrine of Love in Crete ; 
Where the God, with festal play, 
Holds eternal holiday ? 

Tliere indeed are girts divine, 

Dangerous to a soul like mine! ] " With justice has the 
poet attributed beauty to the ifvomen of Greece.** Degen. 

Monsieur de Pauw, the author of Dissertations upon the 
Greeks, is of a different opinion j he thinks that, by a ca- 
pricious partiality of nature, the other sex had aU the beauty, 
and accounts upon this supposition for a very singular de- 
prayation of instinct among them. 
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Still in clusters, still remain 
Gade's warm, desiring train ; 
Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore ; 
These, and many far removed, 
All are loying— all are loved ! 



GadeU wormy desirmg train* 3 The Gaditanian girls 
were Kke the Baladieres of India, -whose dances are thns 
described by a French author : '* Les . danses sont presqoe 
toutes des pantomimes d'amour ^ le plan, le dessin, les at- 
titudes, les mesnres, les sons, et les cadences de ces ballets, 
tout respire cette passion et en exprime les ▼olnpftfB ct les 
iureurs.*' Histoire jdu Commerce des Enrop. dans les deux 
Indes .— Raynal . 

The music of the Gaditanian females had all the T(4optaoas 
diaracter of their dancing, as appears from Martial : 

Gautica qui Nili^ qui Gadiuna snsurrat. Lib. iii. cpig. 63. 

Lodovico Arios^ had this ode of our bard in his mind, 
when he wrote his poem " De diversis amoribns." Sec the 
Anthologia Italorum. 
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ODE XV. 

* Tell me, why, my sweetest dove, 
Thus your humid pinions move. 
Shedding through the air, in showers. 
Essence of the bahniest flowers ? 
Tell me whither, whence you rove. 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove ? 

* The dove of Anacreon, bearing a letter from the poet to 
his mistress, is met by a stranger, with whom this dialogue 
is imagined. 

The ancients made use of letter-carrying pigeons, when 
they went any distance from home, as the most certain means 
of oonvejriog intelligence back. That tender domestic at- 
uchment, which «ittracts this delicate little bird throng^ 
every danger and difficulty, till it settles in its native nest, 
affords to the elegant anthdt of *^ The Pleasures of Memory*^ 
a fine and intercsthig exemplification of his subject. 

Led by what chart, transports the timid dovfc 
The wreaths of conquest, or the tows of love? 

Sec the poem. Daniel Heinsim has a similar sentiment, 
speaking of Donsa, who adopted this method at the siege of 
Leyden : 

Quo patrix non tendit amor ? Mandata referre 
Postquam hominem nequiit mittere, mifiit a vend . 

Fnllec tells us, that at the siege of Jerusalem, the Ghrtstaans 
intercepted -a. letter tied to the legs of a- dove, in whidi the 
Persian Emperor promised assittance to the besieged. See 
Fuller's Holy War, cap. a4» hook i. 
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Carious stranger ! I belong 
To the bard of Teian song ; 
With his mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of azure eye ; 
Ah ! that eye has madden'd many, 
But the poet more than any ! 
Venus, for a hymn of love 
Warbled in her votive grove 
(*Twas, in sooth, a gentle lay). 
Gave me to the bard away. 
See me now, his faithful minion. 
Thus, with softly-gliding pinion. 

Ah ! that eye has maddened many, eU.'\ For ntftuff, 
in the original, Zenne and Schneider conjectore that we 
•hoold read rv^fir^ in aUosion to the strong influence 
which this object of his lore held ofer ^the mind of Poly- 
crates.<^S«e Degen. ^ 

VenuM, for a hymn of loi^e 

Warbled in her votwe grove, etc.] ' ' This passage is 
inralnable, and I do not think that any diing so beantifhl or 
so delicate has ever been said. What an idea does it gire of 
the poetry of the man from whom Venus herself, the mother 
of the Graces and the Pleasures, purchases a little hymn with 
one of her £iiT0urite doves ! ^ — ^Longepierre. 

De Pauw objects to the authenticity of this ode, because 
it makes Anacreon his own panegyrist \ but poets have a 
license for praising themselves, which, with some indeed, 
may be considered as com^sed under their general pnTikgi 
of fiction. 
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To his loTely girl I bear 
Songs of passion through the air. 
Oft he blandly whispers me, 
" Soon, my bird, Til set you free/' 
But in vain he'll bid me fly, 
I shall serve him till I die. 
Never could my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain, 
O'er the plains, or in the dell. 
On the mountain's savage swell ; 
Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 
Now I lead a life of ease. 
Far from such retreats as these ; 
From Anacreon's hand I eat 
Food delicious, viands sweet ; 
Flutter o'er his goblet's brim, 
Sip the foamy wine with him. 
Then I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre's beguiling sound ; 
Or with gently-fanning wings 
Shade the minstrel while he sings : 
On his harp then sink in slumbers, 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers ! 
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This is all — away — away-^ 
You have made me waste the day. 
How I've chattered ! prating crow 
Never yet did chatter so." 



BSf* 



ODE XVI.* 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse ; 

* This ode and the next may be called companion-pictures; 
they are highly finished, and give us an excellent idea of the 
taste of the ancients in beauty. Franciscus Junius quotes 
them in his third book. '^De Pictura Veterum.*' 

This ode has been imitated by Ronsard, Giuliano Goselini, 
etc. etc. Scaliger alludes to it thus in his Anacreontica : 

Olim lepore blando, 
Litis yersibus 
Candidus Anacreon 
Quam pingeret Amicus 
Desmpsit Veoerem suam. 

The Teian bard, of ibfiner days, 
Attuned his sweet descriptive lays, 
And taught the painter's hand to trace 
His £ftip- beloved's ievoy |rac^! 

In the dialogue of Caspar Barheys, entitled '* Afi joxmofm sit 
dncenda," the reader will find many curious ideas and de- 
scriptions of beauty. 
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Best of painters ! come, pourtray 
The loTely maid that's far away. 
Far away, my soul! thou art, 
But I've thy beauties all by heart. 
Paint her jetty ringlets straying, 
Silky twine in tendrils^ playing ; 

ThoUf whose sofi and rosy huts 

Mimic form and soul ii^ise, ] 1 have followed the read- 
ing of the Vatican MS. ftf^f^ Painting h eddied '< the losy 
art," either in reference to colouring, or as an indefinite 
epithet of excellence, from the association of beauty with 
that flower. Salvini has adopted t)iis reading in his literal 
translation : 

Delia rosea arte signore. 

7%e louely maid thafs far away,"] If- the portrait, of 
this beauty be not merely ideal, the omission of her name 
is much to be regretted. Meleager, in an epigram on Ana- 
ereon, mentions " the golden Eurypyle" as his mistress: 

Paint her jetty ringlets straying. 

Silky twiae in tendrils playing ; ] The ancients have 
been rery enthusiastic in their praises of hair. Apuleius, in 
the second book of his Milesiacs, says, that Venus herself, 
if she were bald, though surrounded by the Graces and the 
Lores, could not be pleasing even to her husband Vulcan. 

Stesichoms gave the epithet KMXXtTrXoxtifcts to the Graces, 
and Simonides bestowed the same upon the Muses. See 
Hadrian lunins's Dissertation upon Hair. 

X# thb passage jof onr poet, Selden alluded in a note on 
the Polyi^ion of Drayton, song the second ; where^ observ- 
ing that the epithet *' black-haired'* was given by some of 
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And, if painting hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil , 
Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perbune on the gale. 
Where her tresses' curly flow 
Darkles o'er the brow of snow, 
Let her forehead beam to light, 
.' Burnished as the ivory bright. 
Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o'er her eyes, 
Gently in a crescent gliding, 
Just comminghng, just dividing. 
But hast thou any sparkles warm, 
The lightning of her eyes to form ? 
Let them effuse the azure ray 
With which Minerva's glances play, 

the ancients to, the goddess Isis, he says, '' JSjor will I swear, 
bnt that Anacreon (a man very judicious in the provoking 
motives of wanton love), intending to bestow on his sweet 
mistress that one of the titles of woman's special ornament, 
well-haired (««AAixAo««i^«f ), thought of this when he gave 
his painter direction to make her black-haired.** 

jindf if painting hath the skill 

To make the spicy halm distil, etc."] Thus JMiilostratas, 
speaking of a picture: ix«iy« tuts rtf tv^onv T4tf ft^f 
1UU ^nfM y^yftt^^m moth fitrtt rtif 40ftiif» '* I adftiire 
the dewiness of these roses, and could say that their very 
smell was painted.** 
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And give them all that liquid fire 
That Venus' languid eyes respire. 
O'er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and mellow'd red ; 
Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 

And g we them all that liquid fire 

That f^enus* languid ejres respire.'] Marchetli explains 
thus the vyftv of the original: 

Dipingili iimidetti 
Tremuli e lascivetti, 
Quai gli ha Ciprigna V alma Dea d^ Amore. 

Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes of Armida, 
as La Fosse remarks : 

Qual raggio in onda le scintilla un riso 
Negli «iudi occhi tremulo e lascivo. 

WUhm her humid, melting eyes 
A brilliant ray of laughter lies, 
Soft as the broken solar beaxor- 
That trembles in the azure stream. 

The nungled expression of dignity and tenderness, which 
Anacreon requires the painter to infuse into the eyes of his 
mistress, is more amply described in the subsequent ode. 
Both descriptions are so exquisitely touched, that the artist 
must have been great indeed, if he did not yield in painting 
to the poet. 

Gradual Untt, as when there glows 

In snowy milk the bashful rose."] Thus Propertius, eleg. 3. 

lib. ii. 

Utque rosae puro lacte natant folia. 

And DaTenant, in a little poem called " The Mistress,*' 
VOL. VU. 4 
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Tliea her lip, so rick iu blisses I 
Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 
Pouting nest oi bland persoasioay 
Ripely suing Love's inyasion. 
Then beneath the velyet chin, 
Whose dimple shades a Love within , 

Catch, as it falls, the Scythian snow,. 
Bring blushing roses steeped ijx milk» 

Thus, too, Taygetus : 

' Qus lac atque rosas vincis candore rubenti. 

These last words may perhaps defend the ''pushing while" 
of the tranislation. 

l%en her lip, so rick in blisses! 

Sweet petitioner for ku9e&! ]. The '^ lip^fiBDftoikhig kisses,*' 
in the priginal, is a strong and beautiful expnession. Achilles 
Tatius speaks of ;^f 1A9 /M«A0«tiMi «-p«f ^ ^tXnfSMT^y 
'* Lips soft and deGcate lor kissing .*' A grave old commen- 
tator, Dionysius La^ttibinns, in his notes upon Lucretius, tells 
us, with all the authority of experience, Uiat girls who have 
large lips- kiss idinitely sweeter than odhers ! ^* Suftvins viros 
oeculantup puells labiosse, qnam qus sunt brevibus ti^ris*" 
. And .Aneas Sylvine, in hw tedious uninteresting sidry of 
tbe adidtepoas love» of Evryaltte and Lucretia, where be 
paitiet^nze^ the beauties of the heroine (in a very fi^ and 
laboured style of latinity), describes her lips as exquisitely 
adapted for biting. '* Os parvum decensque, labia coiaUini 
eoloris admorsum aptissUna/' Epi&t. u4» lib. i. 

Then beneath the velvet chin^ 

Whose dimple shades a Loue within^ etc.] Madame Da- 
cier has quoted' here twe precty lines of Tarro : « 
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Mould lier neck with grace descending. 
In a Heaven of Iteamt j ending ; 
While airy charms, above, below, 
Sport and fkUtep on. its snow. 
Now let a floating^ liicid veil, 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal ; 
A charm may pcsep, ai bua may beaoa, 
And leave th« rest to Fancy's dream. 
Enough;— 'tis she ! 'tis all I seek ; 
It glowSy it lives, it soon will speak ! 

Si^la in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 
Yestigio demonstrant mollitudinem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple. 

By die finger of Cupid imprest ; 
There Softness, bewitchingly simple. 

Has chosen her innocent nest. 

iVbfrlet a /hating, Hacid t^tU, 

Shadow^ her limbg, but not coneemiy ete.J This delicate 
art of description, which leaves imagination to complete the 
picture, has been seldom adopted in the imitations of this 
beaatifbl poem. Ronsard is exceptionably minute j and Poli- 
uanna, in his chajcmiBg portrait of a girl, foil of rich and 
ekqiuMte. difiti»n, has lifted the Tetl rather too much. The 
" c[iiesto che tu.m* intendi'' should be always left to fancy. 
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ODE XVII.* 

And now, with aU thy pencil's truth, 
Pourtray Bathyllus, lovely youth ! 
Let his hair, in lapses bright. 
Fall like streaming rays of light ; 
And there the r&ven's dye confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam's hues. 
Let not the braid, with artful twine. 
The flowing of his locks confine ; 

* The reader who wishes to acquire an accurate idea of 
tbe judgment of the ancients in beautj^, will be indulged by 
consulting Junius de Pictura Vcterum, ninth chapter, third 
book, where he will find a very curious selection of descrip- 
tions and epithets of personal perfections ; he compares this 
ode with a description of Theodoric, king of the Goths, in 
the second epistle, first book of Sidonius Apollinaris. 

Let his hftir, in lapses brigktj 

Fall like streaming rays of light ; etc.] He here describes 
the sunny hair, the *' flava coma,^' which the ancients so 
much ^dmired. The Romans gave this colour artificially to 
their hair. See Stanisl. Kobienzyck de Luxu Romanorum. 

Let not the braid, with artful txvine, etc,"] If the original 
here, which is particularly beautiful, can admit of any addi- 
tional value, that value is conferred by Gray's admiration of 
it. See his Letters to West. 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage the descrip- 
tion of Photis's hair in Apuleius -y but nothing can be more 
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But loosen every golden ring, 
To float updn the breeze's wing. 
Beneath the front of polish'd glow, 
Front, as fair as moun&iii-snow, 
And guileless as the dews of dawn, 
Let the majestic* brows be, dri^wn, 
Of ebon dyes, enrich'd by gold, 
Such as the scaly snakes unfold. 
Mingle in his jetty glances, 
Power that awes, and love that trances ; 

distant from the simplicity of our poet's manner than that 
affectation of richness which distinguishes the style of Apn- 
leins. 

Front, as fair as ihoUniain-snow, 

And guileless as the dews of dawn,- etc."] Torrentius, 
upon the words '' insignem tenui fronte,** in die thirty-third 
ode of the first hook of Horace, is of opinion that " tenui** 
bears die meaning of Mr«A«f here ; but he is certainly in- 
correct. 

Mingle in his jetty glances. 

Power that awes, and lot^e that trances; etcJ] Tasso 
gives a similar character to the eyes of Clorinda : 

Lampeggiar gli occhi, e folgorar gli sguardi 
Dolci ne r ira. 

Her eyes were glowing with a heavenly heat, 
Emaning fire, and e'en in anger sweet ! 

The poetess Veronica Cambara is more diffuse upon this 
variety of expression : 
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Steal from Venus bland desiue, 

Steal from Man the look of fire. 

Blend them in such lexpression here, 

That we by turns maf bofpe and £ear ! 

Now from the sunnf affile seek 

The velvet down that spreads his cheek I 

And there let Beauty's rosy ray 

In flying blushes rkhly play ; — 

Blushes of that celestial flame 

Which lights the cheek of yirgin fibame. 

Ocdbi Incenti et belli 

Come esser p«io ch' iti an medcnne istantt 

Nascan de voi si noTe forme et tante ? 

Lieti, mesti, superbi, humir alticri 

Yi mo&trate in un pun to, ondi di speme, 

£t di timor de empiete, etc. etc. 

Oh! tcU me, brightly-beaming eye. 
Whence in your little orbit lie 
So many different traits of fire. 
Expressing each a new desire ? 
Now with angry scorn you darkle, 
Now with tender anguish sparkle. 
And we, who view the various mirror, 
Feel at once both hope and terror. 

Monsieur Chevreau, citing the lines of our poet, in his cri- 
tique on the poems of Malherhe, produces a Latin version 
of them from a manuscript whidi he had seen, entitled 
** Joan Falconis Anacreontici Lusus.** 
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Then for his lip8, that rifely ^m--- 
But let thy nind imagine them ! 
Paint, where the ruby cell undoses, 
Persuasion sleeping upon roses ; 
And gi^e his Hp that qpeaking tiir, 
As if a word was 4ioyering there I 
His neck of ivory splendour trace, 
Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 
Fair as the neck<rf Paphia's boy. 
Where Paphia's arms haiFe hang in joy. 
Give him the winged Hermes' hand. 
With which he waves his snaky wand ; 

Persuasion sleeping upon roses. ] It was worthy of the 
delicate imagination of the Greeks to deify Persuasion, and 
give her the lips for her throne. We are here reminded of a 
very interesting fragment of Anacreon, preseryed by the 
scholiast upon Pindar, and supposed to belong to a poem 
reflecting -with some severity on Simon ides, who was the 
first, we are told, that ever made a hireling Q^is muse. 

. J^or yet had fair Persuasion shone 
In silver splendours, not her own. 

And give his Hp that speaking air, 

As if a word was houering there Q In the original A«A»y 
etmwn* The mistress of Petrarch " parla con silentio,'' whtch 
is perhaps the best method of female eloquence. 

G(Ve him the winged Hermes' handf etc.] In Shake- 
speare's Cymbeline there is a similar method of descriptions 
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Let Baccbus then the breast supply, 
And Leda*s son tbe sinewy tbigb. 
But ob ! suffuse bis limbs of fire 
Witb all tbat glow of young desire 
Wbicb kindles wben tbe wisbful sigh 
Steals from tbe heart, unconscious why. 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright, • 
Is envious of the eye's deUgbt, 
Or its enamour'd touch would show 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 



-this is bis hand, 



His foot Nercar;ai, his martial thigh 
The brawns of Hercules. 

Wc find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that 
Abe hands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on account 
of the gracefiil gestures which were supposed to charac- 
terize tlie god of eloquence^ 'but Mercury was also the pa- 
tron of thieves, and may perhaps be praised as a light- 
fingered' deity. 

But oh.! suffuse his limbs of fire 

With all tliat glow of young desire, eteJ] I have taken 
the liberty here of somewhat veiling the ori|^lMiI. Madume 
Dacier, in her translation, ,has hung out lights (as Sterne 
would call it) at this passage. It is very much to be regretted, 
that this substitution of asterisks has been so much adopted 
in the popular interpretations of the Classics; it serves but 
to bring whatever is exceptionable into notice, *' claram<}ac 
facem praeferre pudendis .^ 
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Which now in veiling shadow lies, 
Removed from all but Fancy's eyes. 
Now, for his feet — but, hold — forbear — 
I see a god-like portrait thtire; 
So like Bathvllus ! — sure there's none 
So like Bathyllus but the Sun ! 
Oh ! let this pictured god be mine, 
And keep the boy for Samos' shrine ; 
Phoebus shall then Bathyllus be, 
Bathyllus then the deity ! 

But, hold'-^orbear'^ 

I see a god-like portrait there. ] This is very spirited, 
but it requires explanation. While the artist is pursuing the 
portrait of B.tthyllus, Anacreon, we must suppose, tnms 
round and sees a picture of Apollo, which vVas intended for 
an altar at Samos \ he instantly tells the painter to cease 
his work^ that this picture -will serve for Bathyllus ^ and 
that, when he goes to Samos, he may make an Apollo of the 
portrait of the boy which he had begun. 

" Bathyllus (says Madame Dacier) could not be more ele- 
gantly praised, and this one passage does him more honour 
than tlie statue, however beautiful it might be, which Poly- 
crates raised to bim.^ 
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ODE XVIII* 

Now the star of day is high, 

Fly, my girls, ia pity fly, 

Bring me wine in brimming urns. 

Cool my lip, it burns, it bums ! 

Sunn'd by the meridian fire, 

Panting, languid I expire ! 

Give me all those liumid flowers, 

Drop them o'er my brow in showers. 

* ** An elegant translation of this ode may be found in Kam- 
ler'f Lyr. Blamenlene, lib. v. p. 4o3.*' Degen. 

Bring me wine in brimming urns, etcJ] Orig. Wittf 
mftvft* '* The amystis was a method of drinking used OMong 
the Thracians. Thus Horace, < Threici& vincat amyMfde.*" 
Mad. Dacier, Longepierre, etc. etc. 

Parrhasiuit, in his twenty-sixth epistle (Thesanr. Critic, 
▼ol. i.), explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted 
without drawing breath, *' nno haustu." A note in the mar- 
gin of this epistle of Parrhasius says, " Politianns vestem 
esse putabat,** but I cannot find where. 

Giue me all those humid flowers ^ etc.'} By the original 
reading of this line, the poet says, ** Give me the flower of 
wine**— Date flosculos Ljaei, as it is in the version of Elias 
Andreas^ and 

Dch porgetimi del fiore 

Di quel almo e buon li<{nore, 

a« Regnier has it, who supports the reading. AfUs would 
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Scarce a breathing chaplet now 
Lives upon my feverish brow ; 
Every dewy rose I wear 
Sheds its tears, and withers there. 

undoubtedly bear this application, which is somewhat similar 
to its import in the epigram of Simouides upon Sophocles : 

And flosy in the Latin, it frequently applied in Uiis mannei^— 
thus Ceihej^us is called by Ennius, Flos inlibatus populi, 
suadaeque medulla, ^* The immaculate flower of the people, 
and the very marrow of persnasion,'^ in those verses cited by 
Aulus Gellius, lib. zii. which Cicero praised, and Seneca 
thought ridiculous. 

But in the passage before us, if we admit tnUfrnff accord- 
ing to Faber^s conjecture, the sense is sufficiently dear, and 
we need not have recourse to refinements. 

Eyery dewy rose I wear 

Sheds its tears, and withers there."] There are some beau- 
tiful lines, by Angeriamns, apon a garland, which I cannot 
retist qaodng here : 

Ante fores madidae sic sic pendete corollae. 

Mane orto imponet Caelia vos capitij^ 
Al gaam per niveam cervicem influxerit hnmor, 

Dicite, non roris sed plnvia haec lacrimae. 

By Celia*s arbour all the night 

Hang, homid wreath, the lover's vow ; 

And haply, at the morning light, 

My love shall twine thee round her brow. 

Then, if upon her bosom bright 
Some drops of dew shall fell from thee, 
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But for you, my burniug mind ! 
Ob ! what slielter shall I Hod ? 
Can tlie bowl, or flow'rel's dew, 
Cool the flame that scorches you ? 



ODE XIX. 

"^Here recline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet is this imbowering shade ; 
Sweet the young, the modest trees, 
Ruffled by the kissing breeze ; 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 
But tears of sorrow shed by me ! 

In the poem of Mr. Shoridan, *' Uncouth is this raos^ 
covcr'd grotto of stone," there is an idea very singularly co- 
incident with this of Angerianas, in the stanza which begins. 

And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may^st preserve. 

But for you, my burning mind! etc."] The transition 
here is peculiarly delicate and impassioned^ but the commen- 
tators have perplexed the sentiment by a variety of readings 
and conjectures. 

* The description of this bower is so natural and animated, 

that we cannot help feeling a degree of coolness and freshness 

> while we read it. Longepierre has quoted from the first book 
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Sweet the little founts that weep. 
Lulling bland the mind to sleep ; 

of the Anthologia, the following epigram, as somewhat re- 
sembling this ode : 

Come, sit by the shadowy pine 

That covers my sylvan retreat, 
And see how the branches incline 

The breathing of Zephyr to meet. 

See the fountain, that, flowing, difiuses 

Around me a glittering spiay^ 
By its brink, as the traveller muses^ 

I soothe him to sleep with my lay ! 

Here recline you^ gentle maid^ cfc] The Vatican MS. 
reads fi»^v}<XH^ which renders the whole poem raeiaphorical. 
Some commentator suggests the reading of ^^^vAAdv^ which 
makes a pun upon the name; a grace that Flato himself bar 
condescended to in writing of his boy «f9(* See the epigram 
of this philosopher, which I quote on the twenty-second ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, preserved in 
Laertius, which turns upon the same word : 

Ar9^ v^tf fcu t?<ai»'^tf tft ^aiotnv iai4f 

Nov ^1 5«fi»f, Xu^HTitf io-Xtf^f fV ^$tfAt90tf. 

In life thou wert my moniing-star, 

But now that death has stolen thy light, 

Alas ! thou shinest dim and far. 

Like the pale beam that weeps at night. 

In the Veneres Blyenhurgicae, under the head of " allu- 
sioncs," we find a number of such frigid conceits upon 
names, selected from the poets of the middle ages. 
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Hark ! they whisper, as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stilly scene of bliss ? 
Who, my girl, would pass it by ? 
Surely neither you nor I ! 



ODE XX. 



^One day \\\e Muses twined the hands 
Of baby Love, with flowery bands ; 

ff^hOf my girly would pass it by ? 

Surely neither you nor 7 / ] What a finish he gives to the 
picture by the simple exclamation of the original, ! In these 
delicate turns he is inimitable^ and yet, hear what a French 
translator says on the passage : ** This conclusion appeared to 
me too trifling after such a description, and 1 thought proper 
to add somewhat to the strength oi the original.** 

* By this allegory of the Muses making Cupid the prisoner 
of Beauty, Anacreon seems to insinuate the softening in- 
fluence which a cultivation of poetry has over the mind, in 
making it peculiarly susceptible to the impressions of beauty. 

Though in the following epigram, by the philosopher Plato, 
which is found in the third book of Diogenes Laertius, the 
Muses are made to disavow all the influence of Love : 
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And to celestial Beauty gave 
The captive infant as her slave. 

'Ai Mctmt won Kvfr^iv. Aptt ru f^ftvXit tmutm 
'HfAif V wtrt^TMt THTo TO wmikftof. 

** Tield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids ; '' 

Thus to the Mases spoke the Qaeen of Charms— 
*' Or Love shall flutter in your classic shades, 

** And make your grove the camp of Paphiaa arms! ^ 

'* No,^' said the yLrgins>#f the tuneful bower, 
" We scorn thine own and all thy urchin's art^ 

" Though Mars has trembled at the infant's power, 
" His shaft is pointless o'er a Muse's heart I " 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, die thought of which 
ras soggested by this ode. 

Scherzava dentro all' auree chiome A more 

Dell' alma donna della vita mi a : 
£ tanta era il piacer ch' ei ne sentia, 

Che non sapea, n^ Tolea uscirne fore. 

Quando ecco ivi annodar si lente il core, 

S), che per forza ancor convien che stia : 
Tai lacci alta beltate orditi aria 
Del crespo crin^ per farsi etemo onore. 

Onde ofire infin dal ciel degna raercede, 
A chi scioglie il figlinol la bella dea 
Da tanti nodi, in ch' clla stretto il vede. 

Ma ei vinto a due occhi 1' arme cede : 
Et t' afiaitichi indarno, Citcrea ; 
Che s' altri .'1 scioglie, egli a legar si nede. 

Love, wandering through the golden maze 

Of my beloved's hair. 
Traced every lock with fond delays. 

And, doting, iinger'd then. 
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His mother comes with many a toy, 
To ransom her beloved boy ; 

And soon he fonnd 'twere vain to dj, 

His heart was dose confined j 
And erery curlet was a de, 

A chain by Beauty twined. 

How Venus seeks her boy's release, 

With ransom from above : 
But, Venus ! let thy efforts cease^ 

For Lore's the slave #f love. 
And, should we loose his golden chain, 
The prisoner would return again ! 

His mother comes, -with mmny a tojr. 
To ransom her beloved boj' ; etc."] Venus thus proclaims 
the reward for her fugitive child in the first idyl of Moschns : 

0» yufiff r« ^tXitfuty TO ^' at itfty kui vXtof (|iif« 

On him, who the haunts of my Cupi<l can show, 

A kiss of the tendeiMt stamp I'll bestow ; 

But he, who can bring me the wanderer here. 

Shall have something more rapturous, something more dear. 

This '' something more" is the quidquid post o^cula dulce of 
Secundum. 

After this ode, there follow in the Vatican MS. these extra- 
ordinary lines : 

H^/MfAiys- AfttKftmf 

IltV^ptK^f TO ^ jHOt ^tXOf 

'Zuyxt^antf rif iyx^ot 
Ttt Tfta TttVTtt ftot ioKit 

Kut Atofonf tin?i$tif 
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His mother sues, but all in vain ! 
He ne'er will leave his chains again. 
Nay, should .they take his chains away, 
The little captive still would stay. 
^' If this," he cries, '* a bondage be, 
** Who could wish for liberty ?** 
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Observe when mother earth is dry, 
She drinks the droppings of the sky ; 

These lines, which appear to me to have as little sense as 
metre, are most probably the interpolation of the transcriber. 

* The commentators who have endeavoured to throw the 
chains of precision over the spirit of this beautifiil trifle, re- 
quire too much from Anacreontic philosophy. Monsieur Gail 
very wisely thinks that the poet uses the epithet f/tiXtuv^y 
because black earth absorbs moisture more quickly tliaii any 
other ; and accordingly he indulges us with an experimental 
disquisition on the subject. See GaiPs notes. 

One of the Capilupi has imiuted this ode, in an epitaph on 
a drunkard : 

Dum vixi sine fine bibi, sic imbrifer arcus 

Sic teilus pluvias sole pemsta bibit. 
Sic bibit assidni fontes et flumina Pontus, 
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And then the dewy cordial gives 
To every thirsty plant that lives. 
The vapours, which at evening weep. 
Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 
And when the rosy sun appears, 
He drinks the ocean's misty tears. 

Sic semper sitiens Sol maris haurit aq[aa8. 
Ne te igitur jactes plus me, Silene, bibisse; 
Et mibi da victas tu quoque, Baccbe, manus. 

]|ipf>oly tus Capilupus. 

Wbile life was mine, the little hour 

In drinking still unvaried flew ; 
I drank as earth imbibes the shower. 

Or as the rainbow drinks the dew; 

As ocean quaffs the rivers up, 

Or flushing i«a iofaales tlie sea : 
Silenus tivmbled at my cwp. 

And Bacchus was outdone by me I 

I cannot omit citing those remarkable lines of Shakespeare, 
where the thoughts of the ode before us are preserved with 
such striking similitude : 

TIMOH, ACT. IV. 

1*11 example yoa with dnererj. 
The san*s a thief, and with his great attractiOB 
Robs die vast sea. The moon^s an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire she snatches from the ran. 
The sei|*s a thief„ whose liquid surge reserves 
The mounds into salt tears. The earth's a thief, 
That feeds, and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement^. 
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The moon, too, quafib her paly stieam 
Of lustre, from the solar beam. 
Then, hence with all your sober thinking ! 
Since Nature'^ holy law is drinking ; 
ril make the laws of Nature mine, 
And pledge the universe in wine ! 
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The Phrygian rock, that braves the storm, 
Was once a weeping matron's form ; 

* Ogilvie, m kis Essay on the Lyric Poetry of the Ancients ^ 
in remarking upon the Odes of Anacreon, says, ** In some of 
his pieces there is exuberance and «ven Tvildness of imagina- 
tion ; in that particularly, which is addressed to a young girl, 
where he wishes alternately to he transformed to a mirror, a 
coat, a stream, a braaelet, and a pair of shoes, for the differ- 
ent purposes which he recites j this is mere sport and wan- 
tonness.** 

It is the wantonness howc<ver of a very graceful Muse ; 
ludit amabiliter. The compliment of this ode is exqoisitdy 
delicate, and so singular for the period in which Anacreon 
lived, when the scale of love had not yet been graduated into 
all its little progressive refinements, that if we were inclined 
to question the authenticity of the po^m, we should find a 
much more plausiUe argument in the features of modern 
gallantry wluch it bears, than in any of those fastidious con- 
jectures upon which some commentators hav« presumed so 
£ir. Degen thinks it j^rions, and De Pauw pronounces it to 
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And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 
Is now a swallow in the shade. 

be miserable. Longepierre and Barnes refer us to several 
imitations of this ode, from which I shall only select an epi- 
gram of Dionysius : 

£i#' mvtft^g ytffntify 9v i\ yt ^ux^att vmf uoyttfy 
£rf#f« yttfivrnvMSy mmi fat vvurru X»^6ig. 

I wish I could like zephyr steal 

To -wanton o'er thy mazy vest ; 
And thou wonldst ope thy bosom veil. 

And take me panting to thy breast ! 

I wish 1 might a rose-bud grow, 

And thou wouldst cull me from the bower. 

And place me on that breast of snow. 
Where I should bloom, a wintry flower ! 

I wish I were the lily's leaf. 

To fade upon that bosom warm^ 
There 1 should wither, pale and brief, 

The trophy of thy fairer form ! 

Allow me to add, that Plato has expressed as fancifol a 
wish in a distich preserved by Laertius : 

TO STELLA, 

Why dost thon gaze upon the sky ? 

Oh ! that 1 were that spangled sphere. 
And every star should be an eye. 

To wonder on thy beauties here ! 
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Oh ! that a mirror's form were miDe, 

To sparkle with that smile divine ; 

And, like my heart, I then should be 

Reflecting 'thee, and only thee ! 

Or were I, love, the robe which flows 

O'er every charm that secret (^ows. 

In many a lucid fold to swim. 

And cling and grow to every limb ! . 

Oh ! could I, as the streamlet's wave, 

Thy warmly-mellowing beauties lave. 

Or float as perfume on thine hair, 

And breathe my soul in fragrance thete I 

I wish I were the zone that lies 

Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs I 

Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine philosopher, to 
justify himself for his verses on Critias and Charinus. See his 
Apology, where he also adduces the example of Anacreon^ 
<' Fecere tamen et alii talia, et si yos ignoratis, apa4,Graecos 
Teius quidam,** etc. etc. 

/ wish I were the zone, that lies 

Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs I ] This rmftn 
was a riband, or band, called by the Romans fascia and stro- 
phium, which the women wore for the purpose of restraining 
the exnberance of the bosoin. Vide PoUuc. Onomast. Thus 
Martial : 

Fascift crescentes dominae compesce papillas. 

The i^omen of Greece not only wore this zone, bat con- 
demned themselTCs to fasting, and made nse of certain drugs 
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Or like tliese en^ioas peark that show 
So faintly roaiHl that neck of snow ; 
Tes, I womld be a happy gem. 
Like them to hang, to fiade like them. 
What more woiiM thy Anaoceon. be ? 
Oh ! any thin^ Aat toaches thee. 
Nay, sandals for those airy feet-— 
Thus to.be press'd by thee weve sweet! 

and powders for the same purpose. To these expedients they 
were compelled^ in o*naequence of tkeir indegaat fiishioa of 
compressing the vaist into a very narrow compass,, which 
necessarily caused an excessive tumidity in the bosom. See 
Dioscorides, lib. y. 

Nay^ sandals for those airy feet — 

Jhus to he pressed bjr thee were sweet I ] The sophist 
Philostratusy in one ofl his loye-lfetten> has borro^fied- this 
thought; sf ti^tvt vi^ts, m ««(AAif fAfv0ip«f. m rftno^m 
ft0f tym luu fuucm^iSiSi mv vunmrt fig. " Ob lovaely 
fiwt ! oh excellent beauty ! oh ! thrice happy and bUased 
riiould I be, if you would but tread on me ! " la SEakfi- 
^pcaze^ Romeo desires to be a glove : 

Oh ! that I were a glove upon thai hand^ 
That I might kiss that cheek ! 

Amly in- his Passionane Pilgrim, we meet with an idta some- 
what like that of the thirteenth line : 

He, spying her, bounced in, where as he stood, 
" Jove ! " cpioth she, *' why was not f a flood ?" 

In Bnrton^s Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimsical farrago 
of ''all such reading as was never read,** there is a very old 
transhition of this ode, before KS33. ''Englished by Bh*. B. 
Bofiday, in his Teclmog. act i, feene 7.** 
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ODE xxin> 

I oFTEif wish, tkis languid lyre. 
This warUet of my sottl's detiie, 
Gould raise the breath o( song: sublinie, 
To men o£ fame, m foriner time. 
But when the soaring theme I try, 
Along the chords my nambeis die. 
And whisper, with dissoWing tone, 
** Our sighs are given to Love alone !" 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away, 
Attuned them to a no]:^r swell. 
And struck again the breathing shell ; 

* This> ode is first in the series of all die editions, and is 
tkonght to be peculiarly desired as an introduction to the 
restj it kowever characterizes the genius of the Teian but 
rerj inadequately^ as wine, the burden of his lays, Is not eren 
mentioned in it. 



multo Venerem confiindere mero 
Precepit Lyrici Teia Musa senis. Ovid, 

The twenty-sixth Ode, 9v fi%9 Aiyiif r« ^ninsy might, 
with as much proprie^, be the harbinger of his songst 

Bion has expressed the sentiments of the ode before us with 
much simplicity in his fourth idyl. I have given it rather pa- 
raphrastically ; it has been so firequently translated, that I 
oculd not otherwise avoid triteness and repetition. 
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In alLtfae glow of epic fire, 
To Hercules I wake the lyre ! 
But still its fainting sighs repeat, 
" The tale of Love alone is sweet !" 
Then fare thee well, seductive dream, 
That mad'st mp follow Glory's thenoie ; 
For thou my lyre and tiiou my heart 
Shall never more in. spirit part ; 
And thou the flame shalt feel as well 
As thou the flame shalt sweetly tell ! 

In all the glow of epic fire^ 

jIo Hercules I wake the lyre ! "] Madame Dacier generally 
translates Avpv into a lute, ^bich I belieVe is rather inaccu- 
rate. " DVxpliquer la lyre des anciens (says Monsieur Sorcl) 
par un lutb, c'est ignorer la difference qu'il y a entre ces deux 
instrumens de musique." Biblioth^que Francaise. 

But still its fainting sighs repeat^ 

" The tale of Loue alone is sweet /"] The word stwrt- 
^stuty in tbe original, may imply tbat kind of musical dia- 
logue practised by tbe ancieiils, in wbicb tbe lyre was made 
to re'spond to tbe questions proposed by tbe singer. This was 
a method which Sappho used, as we are told by Hermogenes : 
** irnf rtif Xoptif t^mret Xetv^st xui oretf ttoTti tiv'txftfti' 
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' ODE XXIV.* 



To all that breathe the airs of Heaven, 
Some boon of strength has Nature given. 
When the majestic bull was born. 
She fenced his brow with wreathed horn. 
She arm'd the courser's foot of air, 
And win^'d with speed the panting hare. 

* Henry Stephen has imitated the idea of this ode in the 
following lines of one of his poems : 

ProTida dat cancds Natura animantihns arma, 

£t sua faeminenm possidet arma genus, 
Ungul^<£ue ut defendit equum, atque ut comua taurum, 

Armata est formA feinina pulchra suft. 

And the same thought occurs in those lines, spoken hy 
€orisca in Pastor Fido : 

Cos\ noi la bellezza 

Che *i vertu nostra cosi propria, come 

La forza del leone 

E 1' ingegno de 1* huomo. 

llie lion boasts his savage powers, 
And lordly man his strength of mind ; 

But beauty's charm is solely ours. 
Peculiar boon, by Heayen assigned ! 

'* An elegant explication of the beauties of this ode (says 
Degen) may be found in Grimm en den Anmerkk. Veber 
einige Oden des Anakr.** 

VOL. Yll. 5 
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She gave the lion fangs of terror, 
And, on the ocean s crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnuraber'd scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; , 
While for die umbrage of the grove, 
She plumed the warbling world of love. 
To man she gave the flame refined, 
The spark of Heaven — a thinking mind ! 
And had she no surpassing treasure. 
For thee, oh woman I child of pleasure ? 
She gUt^ thee beauty-^shaft of eyes. 
That every shaft of war outflies ! 

To man she gat^ the flame refined^ 

The apark of Heaven — a thinking mind 1 2 In my first 
attempt to translate this ode, I had interpreted ^^ntifttiy 
with Baxter and Barnes, as implying courage and military 
Tittup; bnt I do not think that the gaDantry of the idea 
suffers by the import which I have now ^iren to it. For, 
*why need we consider this possession of wisdoot as exclu- 
sive ? and in trvth^ as the design of Anacreon is t» estimate 
the treasure of beauty, above all the rest which Nature has 
distribaled, it is perhaps even refining itpon the delicacy of 
the compliment, to prefer the radiance of female charms to 
the cold illumination of wisdom and prudence j and to think 
that women's eyes are 

the books, the academies^ 

From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

She gave thee beauty — shaft of eyesy 
T7iat every shaft of -war outflies ! "} Thus Achilles Tatius : 
iiMcAA«f «|urip«v rtrfmnctt ^tXHs kMI hit r4ff of$ttX^f 
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She gave thee beauty — bluah of fife, 
That bids the flameft of war retiie I 
Woman I be £aiir, we must adore thee ; 
Smile, and a world is weak before thee I 
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Once in each revolving year^ 
Gentle bird I we find thee here. 
When I^ture wear9 her mmmer^vest, 
Thou comest to weave thy simple nest ; 

TftWfAttTt, " Beauty wounds more swiiUj than the arrow, 
and passes through the eye to the very soul ; for the eye is 
the inlet to the wounds of love.** 

Woman I he fairy we must adore thee ; 

Smile, and a world is weak before tkee!"] Longepierre^s 
remark here is very ingenious : " The Romans,** says he, 
'' were so convinced of the power of beauty, that they used 
a word implying strength in the place of the epithet beauti- 
ful. Thus Plautus, act. 3, scene a, Bacchid. 
Sed Bacchis ctiam fortis tibi visa. 

' Fortis, id est formosa,* say Servius and Nonius.** 

* This is another ode addressed to the swallow. Alberti 
has imitated botb in one poem, beginning 
Perch* lo pianga al tuo onto 
Kondinella importuna, etc. 
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But when the chilling winter lowers, 
Again thou seek'st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the chores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours of verdure smile. 
And thus thy wing of freedom roves, 
Alas ! unlike the plumed loves, 
That linger in this hapless breast, 

And never, never change their nest ! 

» 

jiUu i unlike the plumed hues. 

That lifter in this hapless breast. 

And neuer, never change their nest ! ] Thus Love is re- 
presented as a bird, in an epigram cited by Longepierre from 
the Anthologia : 

OfitfMi ^t nytt v9$tf to yXoKv ^tucpu (ptptt. 
H^ VH xfrni^M yfifi-og f vifi rvvof* 

'Tis Love that murmurs in my breast, 

And makes me shed the secret tear ; 
Nor day nor night my heart has rest, 

For night and day his voice 1 hear. 

A wound within my heart I find, 
And oh I 'tis plain where Love Las been ; 

For still he leaves a wound behind, 
Such as within my heart is seen. 

Oh bird of Love 1 with song so drear. 

Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 
Oh ! let the wing which brought thee here, 

In pity waft thee hence again ! 
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Still every year, and all the year, 
A flight of loves engender here ; 
And some their infant plumage try, 
And on a tender winglet fly ; 
While in the shell, impregnM with fires, 
Cluster a thousand more desires ; 
Some from their tiny prisons peeping, 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 
My bosom, like the vernal groves, 
Resounds with Uttle warbling loves ; 
One urchin imps the other's feather, 
Then twin-desires they wing together. 
And stiU as they have learned to soar. 
The wanton babies teem with more. 
But is there then no kindly art. 
To chase these cupids from my heart ? 
No, no ! I fear, alas ! I fear 
They will for ever nestle here ! 
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ODE XXVI.* 

Thy harp may sing of Troy's alarms, 
Or tell the tale of Theban arms ; 
With other wars my song shall burny 
For other wounds my harp shall mourn. 
Twas not the crested warrior^s dart, 
Which drank the current of my heart ; ' 
Nor nav£(l*arms, nor mailed steed, 
Have made this vanquished bosom bleed ; 
No— from an eye of liquid blue 
A host of quiver'd cupids flew ; 

* '* The German poet Uc has imitated this ode. Compare 
also Weisae Scherz. Lied^r. iih. iii. der SoldaU*^ Gail, 
Degen. 

No^^from an eye of liquid blue, 

A host ofquiuet^d cupids flew, ] Longepierre iias quoted 
part of an epigram from the serenth book of the Anthologia, 
which has a fancy something like this : 

Ou fit AfAiyftff 

Archer Love ! though sliJy creeping, 
Well I know where thou dost lie; 

1 saw thee through the curtain peeping, 
That fringes Zenophelia's eye. 

The poets abound with conceits on the archery of the eyes. 
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And now my faeart all bleeding lies 
BeneaUi thisacmy of the eyes ! 



ODE xxvn.'' 

We read the flying courser's name 
Upon his sidef in marks of flame ; 
And, by their turban'd brows alone^ 
The warriors of the East are koowo. 
But in Uie lover's glowing eyes, 
The inlet to his bosom lies ; 

but few have turaed the thought so naturally as Anacreon. 
Konsard gives to the eyes of his mistress ^'un petit camp 
d^amonrs.'* 

* This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vaticau 
MS. but I have conformed to the editions in trAQtUting them 
separately. 

*' Compare with this (says Degen) the poem of Ramler 
Wahrzeichen der Liebe, in Lyr. Biumcnlese, lib. iv. p. 3i3.*' 

But in the Iqver^s glowing eyes. 

The inlet to his bosom lies, ] *' We cannot sec into the 
heart,^ says Madame Dacier. But the lover answers— 

Jl cor ne gji occhi e ne la fronte ho scritto. 

Moiisi«ar La Fosse has given ^ following lines, as eii^ 
larging ea the thought of Anacrpon : 
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Through them we see the small faint mark, 
Where Love has dropp'd his bumiug spark ! 



ODE XXVIII.* 

As in the Lemnian caves of fire. 
The mate of her who nursed desire 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm ; 
While Venus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honied dews ; 

Lorsque jc vois un amant, 
II cache en yain son tourment, 
A le trahir tout conspire, 
Sa langueor, son embarras, 
.Tont ce qa'il peat faire on dire^ 
M^me ce qu*il ne dit pas. 

la rain the lover tries to veil 
The flame -which in his bosom lies ^ 

His cheek^s confusion tells the tale, 
We read it in his languid eyes : 

And though his words die heart betray, 

His silence speaks e^en more than they. 

♦ This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I 
believe, was the author of that curious litde work, called 
" Hcxameron Rustique." He makes use of this, as well as 
the thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but indelicate explanation 
of Homer^s Cave of the I^ymphs. Joum^ Quatriime. 
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And Love (alas ! the yictim-heart) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 
Once, to this Lemnian cave of flame, 
The crested Lord of battles came ; 
Twas from the ranks of war he rosh'd. 
His spear with many a life-drop blush'd ! 
He saw the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the archer-child. 

And Love (alas I the victim-heart) 

Tinges ivif A gaU the burning dart. ] Thas Ciaadian*' 
Labuntur gemini fontes. hie diilcis, amanis 
Alter, ct infiuis comimpit mella vcnenis, 
Unde Cupidineas armant fama sagittas. 

In Cyprus^ isle two rippling fountains fall, 
And one with honey flows, and one with gall j 
in these, if we may take the tale from fame, 
The son of Venas dips his darts of flame. 

See the ninety-6rst emblem of Alciatus, on the close con- 
nexion which subsists between sweets and bitterness. Apes 
ideo pungunt (says Petronius) quia ubi dolce, ibi et acidum 
invenies. 

The allegorical description of Cupid*s employment, in Ho- 
race, may yie with this before as in fancy, thongh not in 

delicacy : 

— ferns et Cnpido 

Semper ardentes acoens sagittas 

Cote cmentft. 

And Cnpid, sharpening all his fiery darts 
Upon a whetstone stainM with blood of hearts. 
Secnndus has borrowed this, but has somewhat softened 
ihe image by the omission of the epithet *' cmenta. ' 

Fallor an ardentes acnebat cote sagittas? Eleg. i. 

5. 
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<< And dost thou stnik V said little Lore ;' 
'' Take this dart, and thou may'st proye, 
*' That though they pass the breeze's €ight, 
** My bolts are not so feathery light.*' 
He took the shaft - and, oh ! thy look, 
Sweet Venus ! when the sliaft he took — 
He sigh'd, and felt the archin's art ; 
He sigli'd, in agony of heart, 
** It is not light — I die with paim 1 
" Take — take thy arrow back again." 
*' No," said the child, ^' it must not be, 
" That little dart was made for thee !*' 



ODE XXIX. 

Yes — loving is a painful thrill, 
And not to lore niore painful still ; 

Kes"— loving is a painjul thrill ^ 

And not to lot*e more pninfiU still ; etc."] Monsieur Me - 
nage, in the following Anacreontic, enforces the necessity 
ofloTing: 

Utft Ttt ^19 ^tXiiwui* 
np9S ntrp«f AatttiXM 'Tirrtfir. 

Mty* 5«su/Mt rut aot^f 
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But surely 'tis the worst of pain. 
To love and not be loved again i 

^iMtiouv it 9«l^if-«i. 

To TtKJf9 rv £«»^p*fl0»tf5 

Xo^tiif fFmrtif uwmriff* 
Ti ^ttvtv ytfoiT 'Ep4rr«f 5 

Tlrt^vytavtv us OXuftTTOf 
KjtTttKttfU9Uf avMpu-^ 

Bf Af f«tf timyupti 
lluft XdfMfm^s ^U90 
T9WtifMrtpitf HM^mpUs 
^tXt0^t9 tff ^ETTE, 

€>lXiilfCt9 # tTMIpt' 

Ai^xMf i\ Xol^pUfTt 
AytMs tpmras nfiMv 

'ha fui i^Qfmtr tKtifof ^ 

T« PBTEa DAIfiei. itUETT. 

Thon ! of tuneftil bards the first, 
Thoa ! by all the; Graces nursecf j 



* 



This line is borrowed from an epigram by Alphens of 
Mitylene. 

Menage, I think, says somewhere, that Iw was the first who 
produced this epigram to the world. 
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Affection now has fled from earth, 
Nor fire of genius, light of birth, 
Nor heavenly virtue, can beguile ■* ' 
From beauty's cheek one favouring smile. 

Friend ! each other friend above, 
Come 1^1 th me, and learn to love. 
Loving is a simple lore. 
Graver men have learn'd before ; 
Nay, the boast of former ages. 
Wisest of the wisest sages, 
Soph roni sens-* prudent son, 
Was by Love's illusion Won. 
Oh ! how heavy life would move. 
If we knew not how to love ! 
Love's a whetstone to the mind j 
Thus 'tis pointied, thus rfefined. 
When the soul dejected lies. 
Love can waft it to the skies ; 
Wlvn in languor sleeps the heart, 
Love can wake it with his dart ; 
When [j^ mind is dull and dark. 
Love can light it with his spark I 
Come, oh ! come then, let us haste 
All the bliss of love to taste ^ 
Let us love both night and day, 
. Let us love our lives away ! 
And when hearts, from loving free 
Xl£ indeed such hearts there be), 
Frown ui>on our genUe flame. 
And the sweet delusion blame ; 
■'{liis shall be my only carse, 
i* (Could I, could I wish them worse?) 

May dicy ne'er the rapture prove. 
Of the smile from lipt we love I 
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Gold is the woman's only theme, 

(jold is the woman's only dream. 

Oh ! never be that wretch forgiven — 
■ 

Forgive him not^ indignant Heaven ! — 
Whose grovelling eyes could first adore, 
Whose heart could pant for sordid ore. 
Since that devoted thirst began, 
Man has forgot to feel for man ; 
The pulse of social life is dead, 
And all its fonder feelings fled I 
War too has sullied Nature's charms, 
For gold provokes the world to arms I 
And oh ! the worst of all its art, 
T feel it breaks the lover's heart I 



ODE XXX * 

TwAS in an airy dream of night, 
I fancied, that I wing'd my flight 

* Barnes imagines from this allegory, tha^ our poet married 
▼ery late in life. J do not percciTe any thing in the ode which 
teems to allnde to matrimony, except it be the lead npon the 
feet of Cupid ; and I most confess thai I agree in the opinion 
«f Madame Dacier, in her life oi the poet, that he was always 
too fond of pleasure to marry. 
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On pinions fleeter than the wind, 

While little Love, whose feet were twined 

(I know not why) with chains of lead. 

Pursued me as I trembling fled ; 

Pursued— rand could I e'er have thoiAght ?— * 

Swift as the moment I was caught I 

What does the wanton Fancy mean 

By such a strange, Ulusive scene ? • 

I fear she whisfiers to my breast. 

That you, my girl, have stolen my rest ; 

That though my fancy, for a while, 

Has hung on many a woman's smife, 

I soon dissolved the passing vow. 

And ne'er was caught by Lore till now I 



ODE XXXI * 

Arm'd with hyacinth i he rod 
(Arms enough for such a god), 

* The dei^n of this little fiction is to in ti mate, that oraeh 
greater pain attends insensifoility than can ever result Iron 
the tenderest inoipreitsions of io^e. Longepierre has quoted 
an ancient epigiam (1 do not know where he foond k), widdi 
has some similitude to this ode : 
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Cupid bade me wing my pace. 
And try with him the rapid mce. 
O'er the wild torre&t, rude and deep. 
By tangled brake and pendeat steep, 

Lecto compositus, vix prima silentia noctis 

CarpebatB, et somno lamina yieta dabam ^ 
Com me saevus Amor prensum, sursumque capillis 

Excitat, et lacemm pervigilare jubet. 
Tu famalas meac, inqnii, ames cam mille paellas, 

Solus lo, solus, dure jacere poles ? 
fiKilio et pedibus nudis, tuntcaque soluta, 

Omne iter impedio, nullum iter expedio. 
Nunc propero, nunc ire piget ; rursumqiie redire 

Poenitet^ et pndur est stare via media. 
£oce tacent voces bomiaum, strepitusque ferarnm, 

£t volacnim canius, turbaque fida canum. 
Solus ego «x cnnctis paveo somnumqae tommque, 

Et sequor imperium, sasve Cupido, tuam. 

Upon my coucb I lay, at night profound, 

My languid eyes in mitigic slumber bound. 

When Cupid cane and snatchM me horn my bed. 

And fbiced me many a weary way to tread. 

" What I (said the god) shall you, whose vows are known, 

Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone?" 

I rise and follow^ all the night I stray, 

UnshelterVl, trembling, doubtful of ray way. 

Tracing wiih naked foot the painful track, 

Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 

Yes, at that hour, when TVatuie seems interrM, 

Nor warbling birds, nor lowing flocks are heard \ 

I, I alone, a *hgitive from rest. 

Passion my guide, and madness in my breast, 

Wander the world around, unknowing where, 

The slave of love, the victim of despair ! 



n2 ODES OF ANACREOir. 

With weary foot I panting flew, 
My brow was chill with drops of dew. 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip was faintly flying ; 
And now I thought the spark had fled 
When Cupid hover'd o'er my head, 
Andy fanning light his breezy plume, 
Recall'd me from my languid gloom ; 

My brow wat chill with drops of dew. "X I hare f<dlowed 
those who read rii^fv io'pms for wupu vap«ss the former is 
partly authorized hy the MS. which reads Trttftt i^0f, 

jind now my soul, exhausted, dying. 

To my Up "was faintiy flying ; elc] lo the original, he 
says, his heart flew to his nosej but our manner more na- 
turally transfers it to the lips. Such is the efiect that Plato 
tells us he felt from a kiss, in a distich, quoted by Aulns 
Geliius : 

HA^f yap tj rXtiftatf ds ^ttCtinp^ttti. 

Whenc'e r thy nectarM kiss I sip. 
And drink thy breath, in melting twine. 

My soul then flutters to my lip, 
Ready to fly and mix with thine. 

Aulns Geliius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, in 
which we find many of those mignardises of expression, which 
mark the efl'emination of the Latin language. 

j4nd, fanning light his breezy plume, 

Recaltd me from my languid gloom. ] ** The facility with 
which Cupid recovers him, signifies that the sweeu of love 
make us easily forget any solicitudes which he may occasion.^ 
La Fosse. 
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Then said, in accents half-reproving, 
^* Why hast thou been a foe to loyipg ?" 



ODE XXXII.* 

Strbw me a breathing bed of leaves, 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 

* We here have the poet, in his true attribntei , reclining 
npon myrtles, with Cnpid for his cnp-bearer. Some inter- 
preters have mined the picture by making Ef0f the name of 
his slave. None bat Love should £yu the goblet of Anacreon* 
Sappho has assigned this office to Venus, in a fragment. 
EA^f, KoiFfty ^fU0%imait it KvXtM0wtf mQfis nftfiifny^ 
f€t9of BmXimn u»Tm^ •tfx^uwu rm-^tm rott trmftt 

%fMt9 yt KM 99tf, 

Which may be thus paraphrase<l : 

Hither, Venus I queen of kisses, 
This shall be the night of blisses! 
This the nighty to friendship dear, 
Thou shalt be our Hebe here. 
Fill the golden brinmier hig^, 
Let it sparkle like thine eye! 
Bid the rosy current gush, 
Let it mantle like thy blush! 
Venus ! hast thou e*er above 
Seen a feast so rich in love? 
Not a soul that is not mine ! 
Not a soul that is not thine ! 

'* Compare with this ode (says the German commentator) 
the beautiful poem in Ramier's Lyr. Bhunenlese, lib. iv. 
p. 3g6* Amor ab Diener." 
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And whik in luxury's dream I sink, 
Let me the balm of Bacchus diii^ ! 
In this delicious hour of joy 
Young Love shall be my goblet-boy ; 
Folding his little golden yest. 
With cinctures, round his snowy breast. 
Himself shall horer by my sode. 
And minister the racy tide ! 
Swift as the wheels that kindling roll. 
Our life is hiurying to the goal : 
A scanty dust to feed the wind, 
is all the trace 'twill leave behind. 
Why do we shed the rose's hloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb I 
Can flowery breeze, or odour's breath, 
"^ Affect the slumbering chill of death ? 
No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 
With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 
But now, while every pulse is glowiog. 
Now let me breathe the balsam flowmg ; 
Now let the nose with blush of fire, 
Upon my brow its scent expire ; 
And bring the nymph with floating eye, 
Oh ! abe will teach me how to die ! 
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Yes, Cupid ! eve tny sool cetiite. 
To join tbe Uest £lj>»aii choir, 
With wine, and lore, and blisses dear, 
111 make my own Elysium here ! 
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'TwAs noon of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is seen to roll ; 
And mortab, wearied with the day. 
Are slumbering all their caves away ; 
An infant, at ,that dreary hour. 
Game weeping to my silent bower, 
And waked me with a piteous prayer, 
To save him from the midnight air ^ 

* Monsiear Bernard, the author of I'Art d^aimer, has writ- 
ten a ballet called *' Les Surprises de PAmour,** in which 
the subject of the third entree is Anacreon, and the story of 
this ode su^ests one of the scenes. OEvtvret de Bernard, 
Anac. scene 4th. 

The German annotator refers us here to an imitation by 
Uz. lib. iii. ^' Amor und sein Bruder,'^ and a poem of Kleist 
die H eiiung. La Fontaine has tara««lated, or rathtt: imitatlied, 
this ode. 
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" And who art thou," I waking cry, 

'^ That bid'st my blissful visions fly ?" 

^' O gentle sire !" the infiant said, 

^' In pity take me to thy shed ; 

'^ Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 

" I wander o'er the gloomy wild. 

*' Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 

'' Illumes the drear and misty way I'* 

1 hear the baby's tale of woe -, 

I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 

And, sighing for his piteous fate, 

I trimm'd my lamp, and oped the gate. 

'Twas Love ! the little wandering sprite, 

His pinion sparkled through the night ! 

I knew him by his bow and dart ; 

I knew him by my fluttering heart ! 

I take him in, and fondly raise 

The dying embers' cheering blaze ; 

" jfnd who art tAow," / waking cry, 

'* That bid'st my blissful visions fly ?"'\ Anacreon ap- 
pears to bare been a voluptuai*y even in dreaming, by die 
lively regret which he expresses at being disturbed from his 
Tisionary enjoyments. See the od^ x. and xxxvii. 

^Twas Loue ! the little wandering sprite, etc,"] See the 
beaatifol description of Cupid, by Moschus, in his first idyl« 
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Press from his dank and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 
And in my hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 
And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears away ; 
** I pray thee,** said the wanton child 
(My bosom trembled as he smiled), 
'^ I pray thee let me try my bow, 
^' For through the rain IVe wander'd so,. 
'* That much I fear the ceaseless shower 
*' Has injured its elastic power." 
The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 
Swift from the string the arrow flew ; 
Oh I swift it flew as glancing flame. 
And to my very soul it came ! 
" Fare thee well," I heard him say, 
As laughing wild he wing'd away ; 
" Fare thee well, for now I know 
'^ The rain has not relaxed my bow ; 
*' It still can send a maddening dart, 
^' As thou shalt own with all thy heart ! 



/ 
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ODE xxxiy.* 

Oh thoa, of all creation l^st, 

Sweet insect ! that delight'st to rest • 

Upon the wild wood's leafy tops. 

To drink the dew that morning drops^ 

And chirp thy song with such a glee^ 

That happiest kings may envy thee ! 

''^ Father Rapni, ia a Latin ode adiiresaed to the grasihopper, 
has preserved some of the thoughts of oar author : 

quae virenti graminis in toro, 
Cicada, blandte sidis, et faerfndos 

Saltus obercas, oiiosos 

Ingeniosa ciere cantus. 
Seu forte adokis ^toribus* meulNis, 
Coeli caducis ebria f]etibus,.etc. 

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
Which Nature^s vernal hand' ha» spreadj 
Rec]ine9tw>ft,.and ton'at tby song,. 
The dewy herbs and leaves among ! 
Whether thou Hest on springing fferwert^ 
Drunk with the balmy morning^showers, 
Or, etc. 
See what Licetns says about grasshtyppcrs, cap*. 93 and i85. 

And chirp thjr sang with such a gfe€, €tc,'] ^ Sdmc au- 
thors have affirmed (says Madame Dacier), that it is only male 
grasshoppers which sing, and that the females are silent j and 
on this circumstance is founded a bon-mot of Xenarchus, the 
comic poet, who s^ys ttr tiaif ii rtrrtyis ttK iuikt^4vtSy 
#9 Ttitf yvfm%if M^ irt v» ^#Piyf fix $ ' are not the 
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Whatever decks tiiie velvet field, 
Whate'er the circling seasons yield, 
Whatever buds, whatever blows^ 
For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 
Nor yet art thou the peasant's fear, 
To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 
For thou art mild as matin dew, 
And still, when' summer's flowery hue 
Begins to painrt the bloomy plain, 
We hear thy sweet prbphetic strain ; 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear, 
And bless the notes and thee revere ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone ; 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 

grasshoppers £appy in having dumb wives ?' ** ITiis note is 
originally Henry Stephen's ; bat I chose rather to make Ma- 
dame Dacier my authority for it. 

The Muses love thy shrilly tone; etc.] Phile, de Animal 
Proprietat. calls this insect Mirawif ^tX^g^ the darling of the 
Mnses ; and Af VMiy oppiV) the bird of the IMuses ; and we 
find Plato compared for his eloquence to the grasshopper, in 
the following punning lines of Timon, preserved by Diogenes 
Laertius : 

This last line is borrowed from Homer's Iliad, y. where 
there occurs the very same simile. 
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Twas he who gave that voice to thee, 
Tis he who tunes thy raiastrelsy. 
Unworn by age's dim dedine. 
The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect ! child of earth I 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth ; 
Exempt from every weak decay, 
That withers vulgar frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein ; 
So blest an age is pass'd by thee, 
Thou seem'st a little deity ! 

Melodious insect ! child of earth ! ] Longepierre has 
quoted the two first lines of an epigram of Aatipater, from 
the first book of the Anthologia, where he prefers the grass- 
hopper to the swan : 

In dew, that drops from morning's wings. 

The gay Cicada sipping floats \ 
And, drunk with dew, his matin sings 

Sweeter than any cygnet's notes. 
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ODE XXXV.* 

Cupid once upon a bed 

Of roses laid his weary bead ; 

* Tbeocritns has imitated this l)eantifiil ode in his nine- 
teenth idyl, but is very inferior, J think, to his original, in 
delicacy of point and naivete of expression. Spenser, in one 
of his smaller compositions, has sported more diffusely on the 
same subject. The poem to which I allude, begins thus : 

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumbering 

All in his mother's lap ; 
A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring, 

About him flew by hap, etc. etc. 

In Almeloveen^s collection of epigrams, there is one by 
Luxorins, correspondent somewhat with the turn of Ana- 
creon, where Love complains to his mother of being wounded 
by a rose. 

The ode before us is the very flower of simplicity. The 
infantine complainings of the little god, and the natural and 
impressive reflections which they draw from Venus, are beau- 
ties of inimiuble grace. I hope I shall be pardoned for in- 
troducing another Greek Anacreontic of Monsieur Menage, 
not for its umilitude to the subject of this ode, but for some 
faint traces of this natural simplicity, which it appears to 
me to have preserved : 

>0L. VII. 6 
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Luckless urchin not to see 

Within the leaves a slumbering bee ! 

Eym ^i it wupti^mty 
JLttwptf rt HMi Kifivfttv 

Kju it fiXtitovrtt •{». 

As dancing o^er the enamelled plain, 
The flow'ret -of the Tirgin train. 
My soul's Corinna, Ughtly played, 
Tonng Cupid saw the graceful maid; 
He saw, and in a moment flew, 
And round her neck his arms he threw ; 
And said, with smiles of infant joy, 
'^ Oh ! kiss mc, mother, kiss thy boy ! ^ 

• Unconscious of a mother^s name. 

The modest virgin blushM with shame ! 
And angry Cupid, scarce believing 
That vision oould be so deceiving. 
Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame. 
The little infant blushed with shame. 

• ''Be not ashamedi my boy,** I cried, 
For I was lingering by his side ; 

'' Corinna and thy lovely mother. 
Believe me, are so like each other. 
That clearest eyes are oR betniyM, 
^nd take thy Venus for the maid.'' 

Zitto, in his Cappriciosi Pensieri, has translated this ode of 
Anacreon. 
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The bee awaked — with anger wild 
Tlie bee awaked and stung the child. 
Loud and piteous are his cries ; 
To Venus quick he runs, he flies I 

Oh mother !— I am wounded through— 

I die. with pain — in sooth I do ! 

Stung by some little angry thing, 

Some serpent on a tiny wing — 

A bee it was — for once, I know, 

I heard a rustic call it so." 
Thus he spoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile ; 
Then said, " My infant, if so much 
^* Thou feel the little wild bee's touch, 
'^ How must the hearty ah, Cupid ! be, 
^' The hapless heart that's stung by thee l** 



« 
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ODE XXXVI.* 

If hoarded gold possess'd a power 

To lenn^then life's too fleeting hour, 

And purchase from the hand of death 

.A little span, a moment's breath. 

How I would love the precious ore ! 

And every day should swell my'store ; 

That when the Fates would send their minion, 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion, 

I might some hours of life obtain, 

And bribe him back to hell again. 

* Monsieur Fontenellc has translated this ode, in his dia- 
logue between Anacreon and Aristotle in the shades, where 
he bestows the prize of wisdom npon the poet. 

" The German imitators of it are, Lessing, in his poem 
* Gestern Briidcr, etc' Gleim, in th« ode ' An den To^' 
and Schmidt in der Poet. Blnmenl. Gotting. 1783, p. 7." 
Degen. ^ 

J7iat when the Fates woufd send their miniony 
To waft me off on shadowy pinion, etc."] The commen- 
tators, who are so fond of disputing " de ]an& caprinA,*^ hare 
been very busy on the authority of the phrase tf df $muif 
fjTiA^V* The reading of if ttf 0Mfmvff twt^$tiy which De 
Medenbach proposes in his Amoenitates Litterarix, was al- 
ready hinted by Le Fevre, who seldom suggesu any thing 
worth notice. 
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But, since we ne'er can charm away 
The mandate of that awful day, 
Why do we vainly weep at fate, 
And sigh for life's uncertain date ? 
The light of gold can ne'er illume 
Tiie dreary midnight of the tomb ! > 
And why should I then pant for treasures? 
Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures ; 
The goblet rich, the board of friends, 
Whose flowing souls the goblet blends ! 
Mine be the nymph whose form reposes 
Seductive on that bed of roses ; 
And oh I be mine the soul's excess. 
Expiring in her warm caress ! 

The goblet rich, the board of friends ^ 

ff^hose flowing souls the goblet blends ! } This commu- 
nion of friendship, "which sweetened the bowl of Anacraon, 
has not been forgotten by the author of the following scho- 
lium, where the blessings of life are enumerated with pro- 
verbial simplicity, 'fytmtvttf /titv M^iftf av^i ^tjrm, 
AiOTtf§f ^y KuXcf ^oijf ytft9^m. To TptT§9 /^, ^Xuntf 

* 

Of mortal blessings here, the first is health, 
And next, those charms by which the eye we move ; 

The third is wealth, un wounding guiltless wealth, 
And then, an intercourse with those, we love ! 
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ODE XXXVII.* 

• 

TwAS night, and many a circling bowl 
Had deeply warin'd my swimming soul ; 
As luird in slumber I was laid, 
Bright visions o*er my fancy play'd I 
With virgins, blooming as the dawn, 
I seem'd to trace the opening lawn ; 
Light, on tiptoe bathed in dew, 
We flew, and sported as we flew ! 

* *' Compare with this ode the beaatifti] poem, * der Traum 
ofU».'" Degen. 

Monsieur Le Fevre, in a note upon this ode, enters into an 
elaborate and learned justification of drunkenness; and this 
is probably the cause of the severe reprehension which I 
beliere he suffered for his Anacreon. *' Fait olinrfateor (says 
he in a note upon Longinus), cum Sapphonem amabam. Sed 
ex quo ilia me perditissima faemina pene mi serum perdidit 
cum sceleratissimo suo congerrone (Anacreontem dico, si 
nescis Lector), noli sperare,^ etc. etc. He adduces on this 
ode the authority of Plato, who allowed ebriety^ at the Dio- 
■iSysian festivals, to men arrived at their fortieth year. He like- 
wise quotes the following line from Alexis, which he says no 
one, who is not totally ignorant of the world, can hesitate to 
confess the truth of: 

*vNo lover of drinking was ever a vicious man.** 
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Some ruddy striplings, young and sleek. 

With blush of Bacchus on their cheek, 

Saw me trip the flowery wild 

With dimpled girls, and slyly smiled— 

Smiled indeed with wanton glee ; 

But ah ! 'twas plain they envied me. 

And still 1 flew — and now I caught 

The panting nymphs, and fondly thought 

To kiss — ^when aU my dream of joys, 

Dimpled girls and ruddy boys. 

All were gone ! ^' Ala& ! '* I said, 

Sighing for the illusions fled, 

^^ Sleep ! again my joys restore, 

'^ Oh ! let me dream them o'er and o'er ! " 

— when all my dream QfJQjrs, 
Dimpled girls and ruddy boys, 

AU -were gone 1,1 Nonnus says of Bacchus, almost in 
the same words that Anacreon uses. 

Waking, he lost the phantom's charms, 

He found no beauty in his arms ; 

Again to slumber he essayM, 

Again to clasp the shadowy maid! Lovgepiebhe. 

" Sleep ! again my joys restorcy 

Oh I let me dream them o*er and o'er /"] Doctor John- 
son, in his pre&ce to Shakespeare, animadTerting upon the 
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ODE XXXVIII.* 

Let us drain the nectar'd bowl, 
Let us raise the song of soul 
To hi in, the god who loves so well 
The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell I 
Him, who instructs the sons of earth 
To tlirid the tangled dance of mirth ; 
Him, who was nursed with infant Love, 
And cradled in the Paphian grove ; 
Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 
Has fondled in her twining arms. 

commentators of that poet, who pretended, in every little 
coincidence of thought, to detect an imitation of some an- 
cient poet, alludes in the following words to the line of Ana* 
creon before us : *^ I have been told that when Caliban, after 
a pleasing dream, says, ' I cried to sleep again,' the author 
imitates Anacreon, who had, like any other man, the same 
wish on the same occasion .'* 

* '' Ccmiparc with this beautiful ode the verses of Hagedom, 
lib. V. das Gesellschaftlichej and of Biirgcr, p. 5i,^' etc. etc. 
Degen. 

Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 

Mas fondled in her twining armsJ] Robertellus, upon the 
epithalamium of Catnllus, mentions an ingenious derivation 
of Cythennea, the name of Venus, *»f» v -KW^Uf ruf 
tfmTMfy which seems to hint that " Love's fairy favours are 
lost, tvhca not concealed.^' 
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From him that dream of transport flows. 
Which sweet intoxication knows ; V 
With him the brow forgets to darkle. 
And brilliant graces learn to sparkle. 
Behold! my boys a goblet bear, 
Whose sunny foam bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh ? 
To the winds they fly, they fly ! 
Grasp the bowl ; in nec^r sinking, 
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking ! 
Oh ! can the tears we lend to thought 
In life's account avail us aught ? 
Can we discern, with all our lore, 
The path we're yet to journey o'er ? 
No, no, the walk of life is dark, 
'Tis wine alone can strike a spark I 

iV«, no, the walk of life is darky 

'Tis wine alone can strike a spark!"] The brevity of life 
allows arguments for the voluptoary as well as the moralist. 
Among many parallel passages which Longepierre has ad- 
duced, I shall content myself with this epigram from the 
Anthologia : 

EAsMV^fy, jevAiJusf /ttu^cvur stpaftifst. 
?Mst ^mpofTsif ii-t fii4s, ttrm r« )isiwtt 
Tijfmf luvAvni, »tu rs riAtff ^varsf. 

Of which the following is a loose paraphrase : 

6. 
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Then let me quaff the foamy tide, 
And thjdugh the dance meandering glide ; 
Let me imlMbe-the spicy breath 
Of odours chafed to fragrsmt deatli ; 
Or from the kiss of loye inhale 
A more voluptuous, richer gale ! 
To souls that court the phantom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there ; 
While we exhaust the nectar'd bowl, 
^And swell the choral song of soul 
To him, the God who lores so well 
The nectar'd howl^ the choral swell ! 

Fly, my beloved, to yonder stream, 

We'll plunge os from th<i noontide beam ! 

Then cull the rose's huqud bud. 

And dip it in our goblet's flood. 

Our age of bi^ss, my nymph, shall fly 

As sweet, though passing, as that sigh 

Which seems to whisper o'er yonr Kp, ^ 

*? C6me, while you may, of nptune sip." 

For a|;e will steal the rosy fonn, 

Aud chin the pulse, which trembles warm ! 

And death — alas ! that hearu, which thrill 

Like yours and mine, should e'er be still t 
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ODE XXXIX. 

How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping wild the dance of joy ! 
How I love the mellow sage, 
Smiling through the veil of age ! 
And whene'er this man of years 
In the dance of joy appears, 
Age is on his temples hung, 
But his heart — ^his lieart is young I 

Age is on his temples hung^ 

But his heart — his heart is young ! ] Saint Pavin makes 
the same distinction in a sonnet to a yonng girl. 

Je 9ais bien qae )es destinies 
Ont mal compass^ no§ ann^s ^ 
Ke regards qu^ mon amour. 
Pe^Mtre en seres vous ^moe, 
II .est )enne et n'est que dn JQUr, 
Belle IriS; ^e je tous ai yue. 

Fair and youngt thou bloomest now, 
And I fiill many a year have told ; 

But read the heart and not the brow, 
Thou shah not find my lore is old. 

My love's a child ; and thou canst say 
How much liiB little age may be, 

For he was bom the very day 
That first I set my eyes on thee J 
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ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven ordains me here 
To run this mortal life's career ; 
The scenes which I have joumied o'er 
Return no moire — alas ! no more ; 
And all the path iVe yet to go, 
I neither know nor ask to know. 
Then surely, Care, thou canst not twine 
Thy fetters round a soul like mine ; 
No, no, the heart that feels with me. 
Can never be a slave to thee I 

JPTof nOf the heart that feels with me, 

Can neuer be a slaue to thee I ] Longepierre qaotes an 
epigram here from the Anthologia, on aceount of the simi- 
larity of a particular phrase; it is by no means anacreontic, 
but has a*i interesting simplicity which induced me to para- 
phrase it, and may atone for its intrusion. 

Otf^y tftot X cyco'* xmZ;tTt rug fitr tftu 

At length to Fortune, and to you. 
Delusive Hope ! a last adieu. 
The charm that once beguiled is oVr, 
And I have reachM my destined shore f 
Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts, 
And you will smile at their believing, 
And they shall weep at your deceiving ! 
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And oh ! before the vital thrill. 
Which trembles at my heart, is still, 
111 gather Joy's luxuriant flowers, 
And gild with bliss my fading hours ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom. 
And Venus dance me to the tomb ! 



ODE XLI. 

When Spring begems the dewy scene, 
How sweet to walk the velvet green, 
And hear the Zephyr's languid sighs, - 
As o'er the scented mead he flies ! 
How sweet to mark the pouting vine ; 
Ready to fall in tears of wine ; 

Baethus shall bid my winter bloom, 

jind Venus dance me to the tomb ! 3 The same commen- 
talor has quoted an epitaph, written upon our poet by Julian, 
where he makes him give the precepts of good-fellowship 
even from the tomh. 

This lesson oft in life 1 sung, 

And from my grave 1 still shall cry, 

*^ Drink, mortal ! drink, while time is young, 
Ere death has made thee cold as l,** 
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And with the maid, whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, entranced to lie 
Where the embowering branches in^et'— 
Oh ! is not this divinely sweet ? 



ODE XLli * 

Yes, be the glorious revel mine, 
Where humour sparkles from the wine ! 

^nd with the maid, whose every sigh 
I^ lofe and bliss, etc,"] Thus Horace : 

Quid babes illius, illins 
Quae spirabat amores, 
Quae me snrpuerat mihi. Book iv. ode i3. 

And does there then remain but this, 
And hast thou lost each rosy ray 

Of her, who breathed the soul of bliss, 
And stole me from myself away ? 

* The character of Anacreon is here yery strikingly de-: 
picted. His love of social, harmonized pleasures, is expressed 
with a warmth, amiable and endearing. Among the epigrams 
imputed to Anacreon is the following ; it is the only one 
worth translation, and it breathes the same sentiments with 
this ode : . 

AAA* oftt MyMMy Tty luct myXMtt iht^ 'A^pihrns 
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Around me let the youthful choir 

Respond to my beguiling lyre ; 

And while the red cup circles round, 

Mingle in soul as well as sound I 

Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye. 

Beside me all in blushes lie ; 

And, while she waves a* frontlet fair 

Of hyacinth' to deck my hair, 

Oh ! let me snatch her sidelong kisses, 

And that shall be my bliss of blisses ! 

My soul, to festive feeling true. 

One pang of envy' never knew ; 

And little has it learn'd to dread 

The gall that Envy's tongue can shed. 

Away — I hate the slanderous dart, 

Which steals to wound .th' unwary heart ; 

And oh ! I hate, with all my soul. 

Discordant clamours o'er the bowl. 

When to the lip the brimming cup is pressM, 
And hearts are all afloat npon the stream, 

Then banish from my board th* nnpolish'd guest 
Who makes the ieais of war his bBrbarou% theme. 

But bring the man, who o!er his goblet wreathes 
The Moseys laurel with the Cyprian flower j 

Oh ! gire me him whose heart expansive breathes 
All the refinements of the social hour. 



% 
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Where every cordial heart should be 
Attuned to peace and harmony. 
Gome, let us hear the soul of song 
Expire the silver harp alon^ ; 
And through the dance's ringlet move, 
With maidens mellowing into love ; 
Thus simply happy, thus at peace. 
Sure such a life should never cease ! 



ODE XLIII. 

While our rosy fillets shed 
. Blushes o'er each fervid head, 
With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And while the harp, impassioned, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings, 

u4nd whiU the harp^ impassioned^ flings 

Tuneful rapture from the strings, etc,"] On the barbiton 
an host of ^authorities may be collected, which, after all, 
leave us ignorant of the nature of the instrument. There is 
scarcely any point upon which Ive are so totally uninformed 
as the music of the ancients. The authors "*" extant upon the 

* Collected by Meibomius. 
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Some airy nymph, with fluent limbs. 

Through the dance luxuriant swims, 

Waving, in her snowy hand. 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand. 

Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 

Shakes its tresses to her sighs ! 

A youth, the while, with loosen'd hair 

Floating on the listless air. 

Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 

A tale of woes, alas ! his own ; 

And then, what nectar in liis sigh, 

As o'er his lip the murmurs die I 

subject, are, I imagine, little understood; but certainly if 
one of their moods was a progression by q[uarter-tones, which 
we are told was the nature of the enharmonic scale, sim- 
plicity was by no means the characteristic of their melody > 
for this is a nicety of progression, of which modem nvDic 
is not susceptible. 

The invention of the barbiton is, by Athenaeus, attributed 
to Anacreon. See his fourth book, where it is called r« 
f tf^9/s« rv AftMft4fT4f» Neanthes of Cyzicus, as quoted 
by Gyraldus, asserts the same. Vide Chabot. in Horat. on 
the words '* Lesboum barbiton,'' in the first ode. 

^nd thtrij what nectar in his sigh. 

As o'er his lip the murmurs die ! ] Longepierre has quoted 
here an epigram from the Anthologia : 

Ktfp9 rts fc t^i?<tiot woBiTjrtptt ^uXtartf uyp»ts* 

Ntfv f€i0»& rs ^tXtifi^y woX9f'V9 tfttrm wtirmtc&s. 
Of which the following may give some idea : 
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Surely never yet has, been 
* So divine, so blest a scene ! 
Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 
To wave his golden tresses here ? 
Oh yes ! and Venus, Queen of Wiles, 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles^ 
All, all are here, to hail with nie 
The Genius of Festivity ! 

The kiss that she left on my lip, 
Like a dew-drop shall liDgerin^ lie ^ 

'Twas neciar she pave mc to sip, 
'Twas nectar I drank in her sigh ! 

The dew that distillM in that kiss, 
To my soul was voluptuous wine y 

Ever since it is drunk with the bliss, 
And feels a delirium divine ! 

Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 

^jp» wat^e his golden tresses here ?] The introduction of 
tfaietc deities to the festival is merely allegorical. Madame 
Dacier thinks that .the poet describes a masquerade, where 
these deities were personated by the company in masks. The 
translation will conform with either idea. 

^/l, all are here, to hail with me 

The Genius <if Festivity /] Kmfi^ff the deity or gcnrnt of 
mirth. Philostratns, in the third of his pictures (as all the 
annotators have observed), gives a very bcautifol description 
of this god* 
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ODE XLIV.* 

Buds of roses, virgin flowers, 

CuU'd from Cupid's balmy bowers, 

In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 

Till with crimson drops they weep ! 

Twine the rose, the garland twine, 

Every leaf distilling wine ; 

Drink and smile, and learn to think 

That we were bom to smile and drink. 

Rose ! thou art the sweetest flower 

That ever drank the amber shower ; 

Rose ! thou art the fondest child 

Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild I 

Even the Gods, who walk the sky. 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 

''' This spirited poem is an eulogy on the rose \ and again, 
in the fifty-fifth ode, we shall find our anthor rich in the 
praises of that flower. In a fragment of Sappho, in t)ie 
romance of Achilles Tatius, to Which Barnes refers us, the 
rose is very elegantly styled " the eye of flowers ;" and the 
same poetess, in another fragment, calls the favours of the 
Muse *' the roses of Pieria.'' See the notes on the fifty- Gfth 
ode. 

*' Compare with this forty-fourth ode (says the German 
annotator) the beautiful ode of Uz die Rose.^ 
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Gupidy too, in Paphian shades, 
His hair with rosy fillet braids, 
When with the blushing, naked Graces, 
The wanton winding dance he traces. 
Then bring me showers of roses, bring, 
And shed them round me while I sing ; 
Great Bacchus ! in thy hallow'd shade, 
With some celestial^ glowing maid. 
While gales of roses round me rise. 
In perfume, sweetenM by her sighs, 
V\\ bill and twine in early dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance ! 

ff^hen with the blushing , naked Graces, 

Tlie wanton winding dance he traces,"] " This sweet idea 
of Love dancing with the Graces, is almost peculiar to Anm- 
crcon.** Begcn. 

ff^ith some celestial, glowing maid, etc.] The epithet 
fitt6tnc4Xxofy which he gives to the nymph, is literally *< full- 
bosomed : ^' if this was really Anacreon's taste, the heaven 
of Mahomet would suit him in every particular. See the 
Koran, cap. 7a. 
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ODE XLV. 

WifHiN this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear, 

Or pour the uaavailiog tear ? 

For death will never heed the sigh, 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep. 

Must all alike be seal'd in sleep : 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

In search of thorns, from Pleasure's way; 

Oh ! let us quaff the rosy wave 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ; 

And in the goblet, rich and deep, 

Cradle our crying woes to sleep ! 

Then let us never vainly stray. 

In search cf thorns, from Pleasure's way; etc."] I have 
thus endeavoured to convey the meaning of n /i r«r fit69 
w>M9ttfuu s according to Regnier^s para^Jirascf of the line : 

E che val, fiior dcUa strada 
Del piacere alma e gradita, 
*Vaneggiarc in questa vita ? 
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ODE XLVL* 

See J the young, the rosy Spring, 
Gives to the breeze her spangled wing ; 

* Tbe faitidiOQs afiectation of §ome commentators has tle- 
nounced this ode as spurious. Degen pronounces the four 
last lines to be the patch-work of totne miseiahfe TenrtficatOr, 
and Bninck condemns the 'whole ode< It appcari.lo me to he 
elegantly graphical; fiiU of delicate expressions and luxuriant 
' imagery. The abruptness of *I^ Ibwv tttftis fi«yfyrsr is 
striking and spirited, and has been imitated rather languidly 
by Horace: 

Vides ut alta stet i^ive candidum 

Soracte 

The imperative idt is infinitely more impressive, as in 
Shakespeare, 

But look, the morn, in russet mantle clad; 
Walks o^er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

There is a simple and poetical description of Spring, in 
CatuUus's beautiful farewell to fiithyiiia. Carm. 44* 

Barnes conjectures, in his life of our poet, that this ode 
^as written after he had returned fiom Athens, to settle in 
his paternal seat at Teos ; there, in a little villa at some 
distance firom the city, whidi comaMMided « view of the 
£gean Sea and the islands, he conterapiated the beauties 
o'f natute and enjoyed the fslicitiet of retirement. Wide 
Barnes, in Anac. "vite, $ xxxv. Tlriig snj^xMiition, A w w eter 
unauthenticated, ibnas a pleaaant associatioo, which makes 
the poem more interesting. 

Monsieur Chevreau says, that Gregory JIazianxenus has 
paraphrased somewhere this description of Spring. I cannot 
Gnd it. See Chevreau, OEuvres Miii^U 

*' Compare with this ode (says Degen) the verses of Hage- 
dorn, book fourth der Friililing, and book fifth der Mai." 
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« 

While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o'er her dewy way ! 
The murmuring billows of the deep 
Have languished into silent slfeep ; 
And mark ! the flitting sea-birds lavfe 
Their plumes in the reflecting wavB ; 
While cranes from hoary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
. I^ow the genial 'Star of day 

Dissolves the murky clouds away ; 
And cultured field, and winding stream. 
Are sweetly tissued by his beam. 
Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowery bells *; 

ff^hile virgin Graces, warm with May, 

Fling roses o'er her dewjr way ! ] De Paow reads, 
Xstptrmf ^^ik Spoitetfy '* the rotes display their graces.** 
This is not uningenious ; but we lose by it the beau^ of 
the personification, to the boldness of which Regnier has 
objected, rery frivolously. 

7%e murmuring billows <fthe deep 

Have languish* d uUo silent sleep ; etc,"] It has been justly 
remarked that the liquid flow of the line «^«Atfyir«i y^Ayy V 
is perfectly eipressire of the tranquillity which it describes. 

And culture field, and winding Mrenm, ete.] by/Sfsrary 
ipy«, '' the w^ns of men,^ (Mys Baxter), he means cities, 
temples, and towBs> whieh axe then iUusuaated by the beama 
of the sun. 
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Gemmiog shoots the olive twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 
AU along the branches creeping, 
Though the velvet foliage peeping, 
Little infant fruits we see 
NorsiDg into luxury ! 
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Tis true, my fading years decline, 

Tet can I quaff the brimming wine 

As deep as any stripling fair 

Whose cheeks the flush of morning wear ; 

And if, amidst the wanton crew, 

Tm cali'd to wind the dance's clue. 

Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand 

Mot faltering on the Bacchant's wand, 

But brandishing a rosy flask, 

The only thyrsus e'er Fll ask ! 

B^ brandishing a rosyflaskj elc] Awiut was a kind of 
leathern vessel for wine, rery mach in nse, as should seem 
by th^prorerb unft mmi BvXMuSy which was applied to 
those who were intemperate in eating and drinking. This 
proverb is mentioned in some verses quoted by Athenxns, 
from the Hesione of Alexis. 

The only thyrsus eVr VU «gft /] Phomutus assigns as a 



ODES OF ANACBEON. 1 45 

Let those who pant for Glory's charms 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl. 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave, 
And bathe me in its honied wave ! 
For, thou^ my fading years decay, 
And though my bloom has passed away, 
Like old Silenus, sire divine. 
With blushes borrowed from my wine, 
ni wanton 'mid the dancing train, 
And live my follies all again ! 



ODE XLVIII. 

When my thirsty soul I steep, 
Every sorrow's lull'd to sleep. 
Talk of monarchs ! I am then 
Richest, happiest, first of men ; 
Careless o'er my cup I sing. 
Fancy makes me moi'e than king ; 

reMon for the consecration of the thyrsns to Baccbot, that 
inebriety often renders the support of a stick yery.tMcessary. 

VOL. VII, 7 '. 
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Gives me wealthy Croesus' store, 

Can I) can I wish for more ? 

On my velvet couch reclining, 

Ivy leaves my brow entwining, 

While my soul dilates with glee, 

What are kings and crowns to me ? 

If before my feet they lay, 

I would spurn them all away ! ^ 

Arm you, arm you, men of might. 

Hasten to the sanguine fight ; 

Let me, oh, my budding vine ! 

Spill no other blood than thine. 

Yonder brimming goblet see. 

That alone shall vanquish me ; 

Oh ! I think it sweeter far 

To fall in banquet than in war ! 

• 

I%fy leauei m^ hrow entwining, etc."] ** The ivy wa« con- 
secrated to Bacchus (says Montfaucon), because hefontferly 
lay hid under that tree, or, as others will have it, because 
its leaves resemble those' of the vine. Other reasons for its 
consecration, and the use of it in garlands at banijaets, inaj 
be found in Longepierre, Barnes, etc. etc. 

Arm you, arm yoUf men of might. 
Hasten to the sanguine fight ;3 I have adopted tile inter* 
pretation of Regnier and others : 

Altri segna Marte fero ; 

Che sol Bacco h '1 mio conforto. 
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ODE XLIX * 

When Bacchus, Jove's immortal boy, 

The rosy harbinger of joy, 

Who, with the sunshine of the bowl, 

Thaws the winter of our soul ; 

When to my inmost core he glides, 

And bathes if with his ruby tides, 

A flow of joy, a lively heat. 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet ! 

'Tis surely something sweet, I think, 

Nay, something heavenly sweet, to drink I 

* This, the preceding ode, and a few more of the same 
character, are merely chansons h boire. Most likely they 
were the effusions of the moment of conviTiality, and were 
simg, m imagine, with raptare in Greece; but that interest' 
ing association, by which they always recalled the conviyial 
emotions that produced them, can boM[ery little felt by the 
most enthusiastic reader; and much^ss by a phlegmatic 
grammarian, who sees nothing in them but dialects and par- 
ticles. 

Who^ with the sunshine of the bowlt 

Thaws the winter of our souL2 Avaus is the title 
which he gives to Bacchus in the original. It is a cnrioas 
circumstance, that Plutarch mistook the name of Leri among 
die Jews for Af ci/ (one of the bacchanal cries), and accord* 
ini^y supposed that they worshipped Bacchus. 
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Sing, sing of love, let Music's breath 
Softly beguile our rapturous death, 
. While, my young Venus, thou and I 
To the voluptuous cadence die ! 
. Then waking from our languid trance. 
Again we'll sport, again well dance. 



ODE L * 

When I drink, I feel, I feel. 
Visions of poetic zeal I 

* Faber thinks this spnrious ; but, 1 believe, he is singnlar 
in his opinion. It has all the spirit of onr author. Like the 
wreath which he presented in the dream, '' it smells of Ana- 



creon." 



The form of this ode, in the original, is remarkable. It is 
a k&d of song of seven quatrftin stanzas, each b^inning 
with the line * 

*OH|fy«' trim Tof «<v«y. 

The first stanza alone is incomplete, consisting but of three 
lines. 

** Compare with this poem (s&ys Begen) the verses of Bige- 
dom, lib. V. der Wein, where that divine poet has wantoned 
in the praises of wine." 

HHien I drink, I feel, I feel, 

F'isioru ofpoetie Meal! "} '* Anacreon is not th« oalf one 
(fays Longepierre) whom win^ hat inspired with poetry. 
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Warm with the goblet's freshening dews 

My heart invokes the heavenly Mase. 

When I drink, my sorrow's o*er ; 

I think of doubts and fears no more ; 

But scatter to the railing wind 

Each gloomy phantom of the mind ! 

When I drink, the jesting boy^ 

Bacchus himself, partakes my joy ; 

And, while we dance through breathing bowers 

Whose every gale is rich with flowers. 

There is an epigram in the first book of the Anthologia, 
which begins thus : 

0/v«f vt x^^**^Tt fi%ym$ w%Xu iievt ««i^. 

If with water you fill up your glasses, 
You'll never write any thing wise 5 

For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 
Which hurries a bard to the skies ! 

And, while we dance through breathing Bowers, etc.] If 
some of the translators had observed Doctor Trapp's caution, 
widi regard to v^vmfhaif ftC i v uofmtfy '' Cave ne coelum 
intelligas," they would not have spoiled the simplicity of 
Anacreon's fancy, by such extravagant conceptions of die 
passage. Could our poet ^imagine such bombast as the fol- 
lowing? 

Qnand je bois, mon oeil s'imagine 
Que, dans un tourbillon plein de parfums divers, 
Bacchus m'emporte dans les airs, 
RempU de sa liqueur divine. 
Or this: 
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In bowls he makes my senses swim^ 
Till the gde breathes of nought but him ! 
When I drink, I deftly twine 
Flowers, begemm'd with tears of wine ; 
And, while with festive hand I spread 
The smiling garland round my head^ 
Something whispers in my breast, 
How sweet it is. to live at rest ! 
When I drink, and perfume stills 
Around me all in balmy rills. 
Then as some beauty, smiling roses. 
In languor on my breast reposes, 
Venus ! I breathe my vows to thee. 
In many a sigh of luxury ! 
When I drink, my heart refines, 
And rises as the cup declines, — 
Rises in the genial flow 
That none but social spirits know. 
When youthful revellers, round the bowl, 
Dilating, mingle soul with soul ! 

Indi mi mena 
Mentre lietro ebro dcliro 
Baccho in giro 
Per la vaga aara serena. 

When youthful refuellers, round the bowl. 

Dilating, mingle soul with soul ! ] Subjoined to Gail's 
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When I drink, the bliss is mine, — 
There's bliss in every drop of wine I 
All other joys that I have known, 
Fye scarcely dared to call my own ; 
But this the Fates can ne'er destroy. 
Till Death overshadows all my joy ! 



ODE LI * 

Fly not thus my brow of snow, 
Lovely wanton ! fly not so. 

edition of Anacreon, there are some cnrioas letters upon the 
Grnrn of the ancients, which appeared in the Frendi Jour- 
nals. At the opening of the Odeon, in Paris, the managers 
of the spectacle requested Professor Gail to give them some 
uncommon name for the £§te8 of this institution. He suf^ 
gested the word '' Thiase/' which was adopted ^ but the 
literati of Paris questioned the propriety of it, and addressed 
their criticisms to Gail, through Uie medium of the public 
prints . Two or three of the letters he has inserted in his 
edition, and they have elicited from him some learned re- 
search on the subject. 

* Alberti has imitated this ode ^ and Capilupus, in the fol- 
lowing epigram, has giyen a version of it : 

Cur, Lalage, mea vita, meos contemnis amores ? 

Cur fugis e nostro pulchra puella sinu ? 
Ne fngias, sint sparsa licet mea tempora canis, 
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Though the wane of age is mine, 
Though tihe brilliant flush is thine. 
Still Fm doom'd to sigh for thee, 
Blest, if thou couldst sigh for me I 
See, in yonder flowery braid, 
Gull'd for thee, my blushing maid, 
How the rose, of orient glow, 
lAingles with the lily's snow ; 
Mark, how sweet their tints agree. 
Just, my girl, like thee and me ! 

Inqae tno roseus fulgeat ore color. 
Aspice at intextas deceant quoque flore corollas 
Candida porporeis lilia mista rosis. 

Oh ! vhy repel my soul's impassion'd yow, 
And fly, beloyed maid, these longing arms ? 

Is it, that wintry time has strew'd my brow, . 
And thine are all the summer's roseate charms ? 

See thie rich garland, cnll'd in vernal weather, 
Where the young rosebud yrith. the lily glows ; 

In wreaths of loye we thus may twine together, 
And I will be the lily, thou the rose ! 

See, injronderjiowery braid, 

CuWdfor thee, my blushing maid ! ] '' In the same man- 
ner that Anacreon pleads for the whiteness of his locks, from 
the beauty of the colour in garlands, a shepherd, in Theocri- 
tus, endeavours to recommend his black hair : 

Km re iof f&t?iav trty itMt d y^wifrtL vtuuf6os 
AAA* tf&iFtif i» rots fi-f^«y«if t« v^tirtt Aiyo»r«M." 

Longepierre, Barnes, etc. 
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ODE LIL* 

AwAT, away, you men of rules. 

What haye I to do. with schobb ? 

They'd make me learn, they'd make me think, 

But would they make me loye and drink ? 

Teach me this, and let me swim 

My soul upon the goblet's brim ; 

Teach me this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine ! 

* '' This is doabtless the work of a more modem poet than 
Anacreon ^ for at the period when he lived rhetoricians were 
not known." Dcgen. 

Though the antiquity of this ode is confirmed by the Vatican 
mannscript, I am very mnch inclinal to agree in this argu- 
ment against its authenticity^ for, though the dawnings of 
rhetoric might ahready have appeared, the first who gave it 
any celebrity was Corax of Syracuse, and he flourished in 
the century after Anacreon. 

Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, in his aversion 
to the labours of learnins, as well as his devotion to volnp- 
taonsnets. Uantf trmtttntif fimzmptu ^goyirf, said the 
philosopher of the garden in a letter to Pythocles. 

Teach me this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph dwine /] By Xf^^^ A^0- 
/2r«f here, I understand some beautifal girl ^ in the same 
manner that Auafs is often used for wine. '' Golden ** is 
frequently an epithet of beauty. Thus in Virgil, " Venus 
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Age begins to blanch my brow, 
Tve time for nought but pleasure now. 
Fly, and cool my goblet's glow 
At yonder fountain's gelid flow ; 
111 quaff, my boy, and calmly sink 
This soul to slumber as I drink ! 
Soon, too soon, my jocund slave, 
You'll deck your master's grassy grave ; 
And there's an end — for ah ! you know 
They drink but little wine below ! 

aarea ; " and in Propertins, " Cynthia anrea." Tiballus, 
however, calls an old woman " golden." 

The translation d^Autori Anonimi, as usaal, wantons on 
this passage of Anacreon : 

£ m' insegni con piu rare 
Forme accorte d' involare 
Ad amabile beltade 
II bel cinto d' onestade. 

And therms an end— for ah / you know 
They drink but little wine below !"] Thus the witty 
Mainard : 

La Mort nons gnette ; et qnand ses lois 
Nous ont enferm^s une fois 
Au sein d'nne fosse profonde, 
Adieu bona vins et bon repas, 
Ma science ne trouve pas 
Des cabarets en Tautre monde. 

ficom Mainard, Gombauld, and De Cailly, old French 
poets, some of the best epigrams of the English language 
are borrowed. 
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ODE LIII. 

When I behold the festive train 

Of dancing youth, I'm young again I 

Memory wakes her magic trance 

And wings me lightly through the dance. 

Come, Gybeba, smiling maid ! 

Gull the flower and twine the braid ; 

Bid the blush of summer's rose 

Bum upon my brow of snows ; 

And let me, while the wild and young 

Trip the mazy dance along, 

JBid the blush of summer^s rose 

Sum upon mjr brow of snows ; etc.'} Licetus, in his Hie- 
roglyphica, ^oting two of onr poet^s odes, where he caUs 
for garlands^ remarks, " Constat igitar floreas coronas poetis 
et potantibus in symposio convenire, non autem sapientibns 
et philosophiam affectantibus." — ** It appears that wreaths 
of flowers were adapted for poets and revellers at bancpiets, 
bnt by no means became those who had pretensions to wis- 
dom and philosophy." On this principle, in his i5ad chap- 
ter, he discovers a refinement in Virgil, describing the gar- 
land of the poet Silenns as fallen off j which distinguishes, 
he thinks, the divine intoxication of Silenns from that of 
common drunkards, who always wear their crowns while 
they drink. This, indeed, is the ^* labor ineptramm" of 
commentators. 
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Fling my heap of years away, 
And be as wild, as young as they. 
Hither haste, some cordial soul I 
Give my lips the brimming bowl ; 
Oh I you will see this hoary sage 
Foi^et his locks, forget his age. 
He still can chaunt the festive hymn, 
He still can kiss the goblet's brim ; 
He still can act the mellow raver, 
And play the fool as sweet as ever ! 

He still can hiss the gobleVs brim ; etc.] Wine is pre- 
scribed by Galen, as an excellent medicine for old men : 
" Qaod frigidos et humoribus expletos calefaciat,^ etc. \ bat 
Natore was Anacreon's physician. 

There is a proverb in Eriphns, as quoted by Athenseas, 
which says, '' that wine makes an old man dance, whether 
he will or not." 

Otft X%yH9i ryf yipoyms-^ st wurt^^ 
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ODE LIV.* 

Methinils, the pictured bull we see 
Is amorous Jove — it must be he ! 
How fondly blest he seems to bear 
That fairest of Phoenician fair ! 
How proud ha breasts the foamy tide, 
And spurns the billowy surge aside ! 
Gould any beast of vulgar vein 
Undaunted thus defy the main ? 
No : he descends from climes above, 
He looks the God, he breathes of Jove ! 

. * " This ode is written upon a picture which represented 
the rape of Enropa.*' Madame Dacier. 

It may perhaps he considered as a description of one of 
those coins, which the Sidonians struck' off in honour of 
Enropa, representing a woman carried across the sea by a 
bull. Thus Natalis Comes, lib. viii. cap. a3. " Sidonii nu- 
mismata cum foemin& tauri dorso insidente ac mare trans- 
fretante, cuderunt in ejus honorem." In the little treatise 
upon the goddess of Syria, attributed very falsely to Lncian, 
there is mention of this coin, and of a temple dedicated by 
the Sidonians to Astarte, whom some, it appears, confounded 
with Europa. 

Moschus has written a yery beautiful idyl on the itory of 
Europa. 

JVo : he descends from climes aboye. 

He looks the God, he breathes of Jove /] Thus Moschus : 
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ODE LV.* 

While we invoke the wreathed spring, 
Resplendent rose ! to thee we'll sing ; 

The God forgot himself, his hefTven, for love, 
And a bull's form belied th' almighty Jove. 

''^ This ode is a brilliaiit paniegyric on the rose. '* All an- 
tiquity (says Barnes) has produced nothing more beautiftil." 

From the idea of peculiar excellence vrhich the ancients 
attached to this flower^ arose a pretty proverbial expression, 
used by Aristophanes, according to Suidas, ^d/W fA n^titutSy 
" Ton have spoken roses,'' a phrase somewhat similar to 
4ie ** dire des fleurettes" of the French. In the same idea 
of excellence originated, I doubt not, a very curious appli- 
cation of the word ^ooofy for which the inquisitive reader 
may consult Gaulmlnus upon the epithalamium of oar poet, 
where it is introduced in the romance of Theodoras. Mure- 
' us, in one of his elegies, calls his mistress his rose : 

Jam te igitur rursus teneo, formosula, jam te 

(Quid trepidas ?) teneo j jam, rosa, te teneo. £leg. 8. 

Now I again embrace thee, dearest, 
(Tell me, wanton, why thou fearcst?) 
Again my longing arms infold thee. 
Again, my rose, again I hold thee. 

This, like most of the terms of endearment in the modem 
Latin poets, is taken from Plautus ; they were vulgar and 
colloquial in his time, and they are among the elegancies of 
the modern Latinists.- 

Passeratius alludes to the ode before us, in the beginning 
of his poem on the Rose > 

Carmine digna rosa est ^ vellem caneretur nt illam 
Teius argiit& cecinit testudine vates. 
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KesplendeBt rose ! the flower of flowers, 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus' bowen ; 
Whose Vii^ blush, of chasten'd dye, 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 
When Pleasure's bloomy season glows, 
The Graces loye to twine the rose ; 
The rose is warm Dione's bliss. 
And flushes like Dione's kiss I 
Oft has the poet's magic tongue 
The rose's fair luxuriance sung ; 

Resplendent rose ! to thee -weHl sing. ] I hare ptaid over 
the line ruf irtttfu tttf^u ff^tXtrnf 5 it i& cornipt iQ ^^ 
original reading, and has been yery little improved by*Uife 
annotator«. I should suppose it to be an ialerpolation, if 
it Tvere not for a line 'v^ch occurs afterwards : (ft^i ^ 

The rose is warm Dione*s bliss, etc."] fielleau, in a liote 
upon an old French poet, quoting the original here a^pcoi- 
ai«y Ttt9vffctty translates it, " comme les ddices et mignar- 
dises de Venus. '^ 

Oft has the poefs magic tongue 

The rose's fair luxuriance sung ; etc,"] The following is 
a fragment of the Lesbian poetess. It is cited in the romance 
of Achilles Tatius, who appears to have resolved the numbers 
into prose.* Ei rotf ufhaif ijhXn $ Z%vs txtUtfmt fiavt- 
Xtety r6 ^0^9 «y rtif Ufh»f i^U9tXtvt» yt/s t^i Koofcofy 
^vrttf myXxtiofitty o^^ctXftos ttf6tMf^ Xttfcsifoff tfv6iif&My 

vtrdX6f T6 Zf^vp« yfA«. 

If Jove ironld give the leafy bowers 
A queen for all iheir world of flowers, 



l60 ODES OF ANkCKEOJf* 

And long the Muses, heavenly maids. 
Have rear'd it in their tuneful shades. 
When, at the early glance of mom, 
It sleeps upon the glittering thorn, 
Tis sweet to dare the tangled fence, 
To cull the timid flow'ret thence, 
And wipe, with tender hand, away 
The tear that on its blushes lay ! 
'Tis sweet to hold the infant stems, 
Tet dropping with Aurora's gems. 
And fresh inhale the spicy sighs 
That from the weeping buds arise. 
When revel reigns, when mirth is high, 
And Bacchus beams in every eye. 
Our rosy fillets scent exhale, 
And fill with balm the fainting gale ! 

The rose would be the choice of Joye, 
And blush, the <jucen of eyeiy grove. 
Sweetest child of weeping morning, 
Gem, the Test of earth adorning, 
Eye of flow'rets, glow of lawns. 
Bud of beauty nursed by dawns : 
Soft thtf soul of love it breathes, 
Cypria's brow with magic wreaths, 
ibid, to the Zephyr's warm caresses, 
Difiuses all its yerdant tresses, 
TiU, glowing with the wanton's play, 
It bltuhes a diyiner ray ! 
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Oh, there is nought in nature bright, 
Where roses do not shed their light ! 
When morning paints the orient sides. 
Her fingers burn with roseate dyes ; 
The nymphs display the rose's charms, 
It mantles o*er their graceful arms i^ 
Through Gytherea's form it glows, 
And mingles with the living snows. 
The rose distils a healing balm, 
The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 
Preserves the cold inumed clay, 
And mocks the vestige of decay : 

WTien morning paints the orient skies. 

Her fingers bum with roseate dyes; etc."] In the original 
here, he ennmerates the many epithets of beauty, borrowed 
from roses, which were used by iie poets, wm^ti rm ^/(ftp* 
We see that poets were dignified in Greece with the iHrof 
sages : eren the careless Anacreon, who lived but for loye 
and Toluptuousness, was called by Plato the wise Anacreon. 
Fuit haec sapientia <juondam. 

Preserves the cold inumed clay ; etc'l He here alludes 
to the use of the rose in embalming j and, perhaps (as Barnes 
ihinks), to the rosy unguent with which Venus anointed the 
corpse of Hector. Homer's Iliad 4^. It may likewise regard * 
the ancient practice of putting garlands of roses on the dead, 
as in Statins, Theb. lib. x. 783. 

^hi sertis, hi veris honore soluto 

Accumulant artus patriftque in sede reponont 
Corpus odoratum. 
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And when, at length, in pale decline, 

Its florid beauties fade and pine. 

Sweet as in youth, -its balmy breath 

Diffuses odour e'en in death ! 

Oh ! whence could such a plant haye sprung ? 

Attend — fpr thus the tale is sung. 

Where ** yens honor,'' though it mean every kind of flowers, 
may seem more particularly to refer to the rose, which oar 
poet, in another ode, calls ittf§f fctXti^jH, We read, an the 
Hieroglyphics of Fieri us, lib. Iv. that some of the ancients 
used to order in their wills, that roses should be ammally 
scattered on their tombs, and he has adduced some sepolchrdl 
inscriptions to this purpose. 

And mocks the vestige of decay."} When he says that this 
flower prevails over time itself, he still alludes to its efficacy in 
embalment (tener^ poneret ossa rosd. Propert. lib. i. eleg. 17), 
or perhaps to the subsequent idea of its fragrance snrviying 
its beauty^ for he can scarcely mean to praise for duration 
^^^^•]r-»'~' breves flores'' of the rose. Philostratos com- 
pfliraiiA flower with love, and says, that they both defy the 
infloence of time; ;^poydy ^ art £p«;, vri ^oi^m oi^f. 
Unfortimately the similitude lies not in their duration, but 
their transience. 

Svi^eet as in youth, its balmy breath 
Diffuses odour eV/i in death ! "] Thus Caspar Barlaeus, in 
his Ritns Nuptiarum : 

Ambrosium late rosa tunc quoqne spargit odorem, 
Cumfluit, aut multo languida sole jacet. 

Nor then the rose its odour loses, 
When all its flushing beauties die j 

Nor less ambrosial balm diffuses, 
When withered by the solar eye I 
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When, humid, from the silvery streami 

Effusing beauty's warmest beam, 

Venus appeared, in flushing hues, 

Mellow'd by Ocean's briny dews ; 

When, in the starry courts above, 

The pregnant brain of mighty Jove 

Disclosed the nymph of azure glance, 

The nymph who shakes the martial lance ! 

Then, then, in strange eventful hour, 

The earth produced an infant flower. 

Which sprung, with blushing tinctures dress'd, 

And wanton'd o'er its parent breast. 

The gods beheld this brilliant birth, 

And hail'd the Rose, the boon of earth ! 

With nectar drops, a ruby tide. 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 

H^ilh nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

T%e sweetly orient buds they dyed, etc."] The author of 
the ** RBnrigiliam Veneris'' (a poem attribated to Catullns, 
the style of which appears .to me to have all the laboared 
luxuriance of a much later period) ascribes the tincture of 
the rose to the blood from the wound of Adonis -> 



-rosae 



Fuss aprino de cmore — 

according to the emendation of Lipsius. In the following 
epigram this hue is differently accounted for : 
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And bade tbem bloom, the floweis din 
Of him who AteSs the teeming vine ; 
And bade them on the qiuigled thom 
Expand their bosoms to the morn.- 
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He, who instnicts the joathfid oeir 
To bathe them in the brimmer's dew, 

m Modiou mam defendac Adcmii 
o qnem petit erne faroi, 
AiEzil dniii TcitigU oeca nxeti*, 
Albaqoe diiina picu cniore nm eu. 
WUIe the enuKroi'd i]D«n ofjoj 
FUm to protect her loTcly boj, 

On whom the jealoo* war-god i«dw>i 
She tread* upon a thomed mic, 
Aod while the wonnd with ciinuon flow*. 
The inowj flow'rei feeb her blood, and blu 
■ " Conpaie with thii degani ode ihe tetki ol 
d!e Wanleie." Degen. 

Thii appeara to be ooe of the hynmi which n 
the uminriaij featiTal of the Tiotage j one of tfa 
ifnil, ai our poet himielf temu ihem in the Glij 
We caooM help feeling a peculiar Teneiatioa for 
of the religioD of antiqaitj. Horace may beioppi 
written the nineteenth ode of hia lecoiid boo 
twentj'Gftfa of the third, for n 
of thii kind. 
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And taste, uncloy'd by rich excesses, 
All the bliss that wine possesses ! 
He, who inspires the youth to gl%|ice 
In winged circlets through the dance I 
Bacchus, the god, again is here, 
And leads along the Ulushing year ; 
The Unshing year with rapture teems, 
Ready to shed those cordial streams, 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth, 
Illuminate the sons of earth I 
And when the ripe and yermil wine. 
Sweet infant of the pregnant vine, % 
Which now in mellow clusters swells. 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy cells, 
The heavenly stream shall mantling flow, 
To balsam every mortal woe ! 

Which^ sparkling in the cup of mirthf 

Illuminate the sons of earth ! "} In the original W4r4f 
Mf^vof ttsfstimu Madame Dacier thinks that the poet here 
bad the nepenthe of Homer in his mind. Odyssey, lih. iv. 
This nepenthe was a something of exquisite diarm, infused 
bv Hden into the wine of her guests, which had the power 
OT dispelling erery anxiety. A French writer, with yeir ele- 
gant gallantry, conjectures that this sp^, which made the 
bowl so beguiling, was the charm of Helen's conversation. 
See Be Mer^, Vtffi^ ^ Bayle, art. Hel&ne, 
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No youth shall then be wan or -weak. 
For dimpling health shall light the cheek ; 
No heart dhsll then desponding sigh, 
For wine shall bid despondence fly I 
Thus — till another autamn's glow 
ShaU bid another vintage flow ! 



ODE LVII.* 

And whose inimoi^l hand could ^fcied 
Upon this disk the ocean's bed ? 

* This ode is a yeiy animated description of a pictnre of 
Venus on a discns, which represented the goddess in her 
first emergence from the waves. About two ceotories after 
onr poet wrote, the pencil of the artist Apelles embellished 
this subject, in his famous painting of the Venus Anadyo- 
men^, the model of which, as Pliny informs us, was theb^Ur 
tifal Campaspe, given to him by Alexander ; though, accord- 
ing to Natalis Comes, lib. vii. cap. i6, it was Phryne Who 
sat to Apelles for the face and breast of this Venus. 

There are a few blemishes in the reading of the ode befbte 
us, which have influenced Faber, Heyne, Brunck, etc. to lb' 
nounce the whole poem as spurious. Kon ego paucis offendir 
maculis. I think it is beautiful enough to be autheAtfe. 

jind whose immottal hand could shed^ 
Upon this dish the ocean^s bed?'] Jiie abrnptnefs of 
tspis Ttf roptvot V0yr0v, is finely expressive of sndden ad- 
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And, in a frenzied flight of soul, 
Sublime as Heayen'is eternal pole. 
Imagine thus, in semblance warm^^ 
The Queen of Love's Voluptuous tdtm 
Floating along the silvery sea 
In beauty's naled majesty ? 
Oh ! he has given the captunfed sight 
A witdiing banquet of delight ; 
And all those s^^ed scenes of Love, 
Where only hallowed eyes may rove. 
Lie faintly glowing, half-coneeaFd, 
Within the lucid billows veiFd. 
Light as the leaf that summer's breeze 
Has wafted o'er the glassy seas, 

miration, and is one of those beauties which we cannot bat 
admire in their source, though, by frequent imitation, they 
are now become languid and unimpressiyei . 

Jfhd all those sacred scenes of love, 

fVhere only halloWd eyes may rowe, etc."] The picrare 
b«ne has all the delicate character of the semi-reducta Venus, 
and IS the sweetest emblem of what the poetry of passion 
oogiit to be ; glowing but through a veil, and stealing upon 
the h^art from conceafittent. Few of die ancients have at- 
tained this modesty of; description, which is like the golden 
dkmd that hung oyer Jupiter and Juno, impervious to every 
beaip but that of fancy. 
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She floats upon the ocean's breast, 
Which undulates in sleepy rest, 
And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like the humid rose, 
Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows, 
lUnme the li<iuid path she traces. 
And bum within the stream's embraces ! 
In languid luxury soft she glides. 
Encircled by the azure tides, 
Like some im lily, faint with weeping, 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their queen's inspiring glance. 
The dolphins o'er the green sea dance. 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
And baby Love with smiles of fire ! 

Her bosom, f^ the humid rose^ etc,"] ^'P«^«v (says an 
anonymous annotator) is a whimsical epithet for the botom.** 
Neither Catullas nor Gray haye been of his opinion. The 
former has the expression, 

En hie in roseis latet papillis. 
And the latter, 

Lo I where the rosy-bosomM hoars, etc. 
Grottos, a modern Laiinist, might indeed be censored lor 
too Tagae an use of the epithet " rosy," when he i|]^lii> 
it to Am eyes : '' e roseis ocnlis.** 

'■■ young Desire, etc.] hi the original 'J^uffy 
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While, sparkling on the silver waves, 
The tenants of the briny caves 
Around the pomp in eddies play, 
And gleam along the watery way. 



ODE LVIIL* 

When gold, as fleet as Zephyr's pinion, 
Escapes like any faithless minion, 

who was the same deity with Jocos among the Romans. 
Aarelius Augnrelias has a poem heginning 

. hivitat olim Bacchus ad coenam snos 
Comon, Jocom, Cupidinem. 

Which Pameli has closely imitated : 

Gay Bacchus, liking Estcourt's wine, 

A nohle meal bespoke us ; 
And, for the guests that were to dine. 

Brought Comus, Lotc, and Jocus,- etc. 

'*' I haye followed Barnes's arrangement of this ode ; it de- 
yiates somewhat from the Vatican MS., but it appeared to 
me the more natural order. 

fVken goldy as fleet as Zephyr's pinion^ 

Escapes like any faithless nUnion, etc,"] In the original 
*0 fyswtrtft • ;^tf£vr. There is a kind of pun in Uiese 
words, as IfadameBacier has already remarked ; for Chrysos, 
which signifies gold, was also a frequent name for a dare. 
In one of Lucian's dialogues, there is, I think, a similar play 
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And flies me (as he flies me erer). 
Do I pursue him? never, never ! 
No, let the false deserter go, 
For who would court his direst foe ? 
But^ when 1 feel my lightened mind 
No more by ties of gold confined, 
1 loosen all my clinging cares. 
And cast them to the vagrant airs. 
Then, then 1 feel the Muse's spell, 
And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 

upon the word, where the followers of Chrysippus are called 
golden fishes. Hie pans of the ancients are, in general, eren 
more rapid than our own ; some of the hest are those recorded 
of Diogenes. 

And JUes me (as he flies me et^er), etc."] Ait ^^ ttu 
/!• f ivyif* This grace of iteration has already been taken 
notice of. Thoa{^ sometimes merely a playfnl beauty, it is 
peculiarly expressiTe of impassioned sentiment, and we may 
easily bdiiere that it was one of the many iourcea of that 
energetic sensibility which breathed through the style of 
Sappho. See Gyrald. Vet. Poet. Dial. 9. It will not be said 
that this is a mechanical ornament by any one who can feel 
its charm in those lines of Catullus, where he complains of 
the ii|fidelity of his mistress, Lesbia. 

Coeli, Lesbia nostra, Lesbia ilia, 
Dla Lesbia, quam Catulluf unam, 
Plus quam se atque suos amaVit onmes, , 
Nunc, etc. 

Si sic omnia dixisset ! bat the reft does not bear citation. 
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The dulcet shell to beauty sings, 
And love dissolves along the strings ! 
Thus, when my heart is sweetly taught 
How little gold deserves a thouf^t, 
The winged slave returns once more, 
And with him wafts 4elicious store 
Of racy wine, whose balmy art * • 
In slumbtt seals the anions heart ! 
Again he tries nvf soul to sever 
From love and song, perhaps for ever ! 
Away, deceiver ! why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my heart's undoing ? 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire ; 
Sweet are the sigjbi^ that thrill the lyre ; 
Ob ! sweeter far than all the gold^ 
The waftage of thy wings can hold. 
I well remetnber all thy w41es ; 
They wither'd Cupid's flowery smiles, 
And o'er his harp such garbage died; 
I thought its angel breath vi^ AM ! 
They tainted all his bowl of blisses. 
His bland desires and'hallow'd kisses. 

They iainUsd all hit bowl of blisses, 

His bUmd desires and hallowed kisses,"] Original : 
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Ob ! fly to huuls of sordid meD, 
Bat lovc not new tlie bud again ; 
Iby sbtter in tbe Mnse's sbade 
Scares ixom. ber bower tbe tnnefnl maid ; 
And not for worlds would I f oie^^ 
Tbat moment of poetic f^ow, 
Wben my fall sonl^ in Fancy's stieam/ 
Poms o'er tbe lyie its swelling theme. 
Away, away I to wuldlings benoe. 
Who €eel not this diviner sense. 
And with thy gay, fEdlacions Uaie, 
Danle their unrefined gaze. 

Horace lias " Desidaiqiie temperare pocnlumy" not figa- 
radrelyy howerer, like Anacreon, but impordiig the love- 
philtres of the witches. By ''cups of kisses" our poet may 
allude to a faiYOiirite gallantry among the ancienttyX>f drinking 
when the lips of their mistresses had tonched the brim : 

*' Or leave a kiss within the cap, 
And ril not ask for wine," 

As in Ben Jonson's traiulation firom Philostratos; and Locian 
has a conceit npon the wme idea, '' *!»« xmt wtinif m^tm »m 
^tXtify^ << that yon may at once both drink and kiss." 
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ODE LIX.* , 

Sabled by the solar beandy 

Now the fiery clusters teem, 

Iq osier baskets, borne along 

By all the festal vintage throng 

Of rosy youths and virgins fair, 

Ripe as the melting fruits they bear. 

Now, now they press the pregnant grapes, 

And now the captive stream escapes. 

In fervid tide of nectar gushing, 

And for its bondage proudly blushing ! 

While, round the vat's impurpled brim, 

The choral song, the vintage hymn 

Of rosy youths and virgins fsiir. 

Steals on the cloy'd and panting air. 

* The title EiFi^ft6f vfif6ty ^hicb Baraes has given to 
this ode, is by no means appropriate. We have already had 
one of those hymns (ode 56), but this is a description of the 
yinuge ^ and the title Uf siysy> which it bears in the Vatican 
MS., is more correct than any that have been suggested. 

Degen, in the true spirit of literary scepticism, doubts that 
this ode is genuine, without assigning any reason for such 
a suspicion. " Non amo te, Sabidi, nee possum dicere 
cfoare ;** but this is far firom satisfactory criticism. 
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Mark, how they drink^ with all their eyes, 

The orient tide that sparkliiij|^es ; 

The infant balm of all their fears, 

The infant Bacchus, bom in tears ! 

When he, whose verging yeairs decline 

As deep into the vale as mine. 

When he inhales the vintage-spring, 

His heart is fire, his foot's a wing ; 

And as he flies, his hoary hair 

Plays truant with the wanton air ! 

While the warm youth, whose wishing soul 

Has kindled o'er th' inspiring bowl. 

Impassioned seeks the shadowy grove, 

Where, in the tempting guise of love. 

Reclining sleeps some witching maid. 

Whose sunny charms, but half displayed, 

Blush through the bower, that, closely twined. 

Excludes the kisses of the wind ! 

The virgin wakes, the glowing boy 

Allures her to th' embracie of joy ; 

Swears that the herbage Heaven had ^read. 

Was sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

Swean that ^le herbage Ueauen had spread, 

Was saered at the nuptial bedf cfc] The original hare 
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That laws should aeyer bind desire, 
And love was nature's holiest fire ! 
The vii|;in weeps, the virgin sighs ; 
He kiss'd her lips, he kiss'd her eyes ; . 
The sigh was balm, the tear was dew, 
They only raised his flame anew. 
And, oh ! he stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloom'd in any bower I 

Such is the madness wine imparts. 
Whene'er it steals on youthful hearts. 

has been variously interpreted. Some', in their seal for oar 
anthor^s parity , have supposed that the youth only persuades 
her to a premature marriage. Others understand from the 
words wfoi^rif y«^«y ytuo^My that he seduces her to a 
yiolation of the nuptial tow. The turn which I have given 
it is somewhat like the sentiment of Heloisa, '' amorem con- 
jugio, libertatem vinculo praeferre." (See her original Letters.) 
The Italian translations have almost all wantoned upon this 
description; but that of Marchetti is indeed '' nimium lubri*- 
cus aspici.^ 
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ODE LX * 

Awake to life, my dulcet shell, 
To Phoebus all thy sighs shall swell ; 
And though no glorious prize be thine, 
No Pythian wreath around thee twine, 
Tet every hour is glory's hour, 
To him who gathers wisdom's flower ! 
Then wake thee from thy magic slumbers. 
Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers, 
Which, as my trembling lips repeat, 
. Thy chords shall echo back as sweet. 
The cygnet thus, with fading notes, 
As down Gayster's tide he floats. 
Plays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air, 

* This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to have been 
written by Anacreon, and it certainly is rather a sublimer 
flight than the Teian wing is accustomed to soar. But we 
onght not to judge from this diversity of style, in a poet of 
whom time has preserved such partial relics. If we knew 
Horace but as a satirist, should we easily believe there could 
dwell such animation in his lyre ? Snidas says that our 
poet wrote hynins, and this perhaps is one of them. We 
can perceive in what an altered and imperfect state his works 
are at present, when we find a scholiast npon Horace citing 
an ode from the third book of Anacreon. 
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Which amorously lingers roond, 
And sighs responsive sound for sound ! 
Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream^ 
Thy Phoebus is my fancy's theme ; 
And hallow'd is the harp I bear, 

And hallow'd is the wreath I wear^ 
Hallow'd by him, the god of lays, 
Who modulates the choral maze ! 
I sing the love which Daphne twined 
Around the godhead's yielding mind \ 
1 sing the blushing Daphne's flight 
From this aethereal youth of light ; 
And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew panting to the kindly shade. 
Resigned a form, too tempting fair. 
And grew a verdant laurel there ; 

And hosv the tender, timid maid 

Flew panting to the kindly shade, etc.] Original : 

I find the word Ktfvfof here has a doable force, as it also 
signifies that '' omnium parentem, quam sanctas Numa,^ 
etc. etc. (See Martial.) In order to confirm this import of 
the word here, those who are carious in new readings, may 
place the stop after ^vmtSy thus : 

Ts fitf tKift^tuyt Ktfrpot 

8. 
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Whose laves, witli spopatfaetk thiill, 
Ib fervor soem'd to ticmbk slili ! 
Tlie god pthmJ^ with wu^d detiie ; 
Asd wboi his ho^pes were all on fiie. 
And when he ihoqght to hear the si|^ 
With which enanMMir'd Tiifins die. 
He mdy heard the penave air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 
Bat oh, my soul ! no more— *bo more I 
Enthusiast^ whither do I soar ? 
This sweetly maddening dieam of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why should I sing Uie mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 
When sure the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell Uie darts that wound my own ? 
Still be Anacreon, still in^ire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 

Siill be AnacreoHf stili inspire 

The descant of the Teian lyre. ] The original is T«y 
A»mtftofvm fstfsn, I haye translated it under the supposition 
that the hymn is by Anacreon { though I fear, from this Tery 
line, that his claim to it can scarcely be supported. 

T99 Aftucptovru fitfCHy '< Imitate Anacreon." Snchi».the 
esson given us by the lyrist ; and if, in poetry, a simple ele- 
gance of sentiment, enriched by the most playful felicities of 
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Still let the nectar'd numbefs float, 
Distilling love in every note ! 

• 

fancy, be a charm which invitea or deserves imitation, where 
shall we find such a guide as Anacreon ? In morality, too, 
with some little reserve, I think we might not blush to fol- 
low in his footsteps. For if his song be the language of his 
heart, though luxurious and relaxed, he was artless and be- 
nevolent ; and who would not forgive a few irregularities, 
when atoned for by virtues so rare and so endearing? When 
we think of the sentiment in thosie lines : 

Away ! I hate the slanderous dart. 
Which steals to wound th' unwary heart, 

how many are there in the world, to whom we would wish 
to say, Tov AyiSK^i0vr«i fHftM ! 

Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican MS. whose 
authority confirms the genuine anti({uity of them all, though 
a few have stolen among the number, which we may hesitate 
in aiiributing to Anacreon. In the litde essay prefixed to 
this translation, I observed that Barnes has quoted this manu- 
, script incorrectly, relying upon an imperfect copy of it, which 
Isaac Vossius had Uikenj'I shall just mention two or three 
instances of this inaccuracy, the first which. occur to me. In 
the ode of the Dove, on the words llTtp^iat gvyxmXv'^my he 
says, '' Vatican MS. 0V9xi«^«y, etiam Presciano invito.*' 
though the MS. reads ovviusAtfy*, v^ith vvgxttum inter- 
lined. Degen, too, on the same line, is somewhat in error. 
In the twenty-second ode of this series, line thirteenth, the 
MS. has Ttinn with m interlined, and Barnes imputes to it 
the reading of rui\i. In the fifty-seventh, line twelfth, he 

Srofesses to have preserved the reading of the MS. A)^nfit9n 
'* !«*' aurny while the latter has myM^nfctios ^ t^' ttvTM, 
AlmQSt all the other annotators have transplanted these errors 
from' Barnes. 
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And when Uie youth, whose borning soul 
Has felt the Piphian star's control. 
When he the liquid lays shall hear, 
Hb heart will flutter to his ear. 
And drinking there of song divine, 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 



ODE LXI * 

Got4>B!f hues of youth are fled ; 
Hoary locks deform my head. 
Bloomy graces, dalliance gay, 
. All the flowers of life decay. 

* TIm ininision of this melancholy ode among the careless 
kritiet of our poet, has always reminded me of the skeletons 
which the Egyptians used to hang up in their banquet-rooms, 
to incidcate a thought of mortality eyen amidst the dissipa- 
tions of mirth. If it were not for the beauty of its numbers, 
the Teian Muse should disown this ode. Quid habet illins, 
illius qu« spirabat amorcs? 

To Stobsus we are indebted for it. 

Bloomy graces^ dalliance gajr^ 

All the flowers of life decay, "] Horace often, with feel- 
ing and elegance, deplores the fugacity of human enjoy- 
ments. See book ii. ode ii; and thus in the second epistle 
book ii. 
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Withering age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o'er my £ace ; 
Time has shed its sweetest bloom, 
All the f atuie must be gloom ! 
This awakes my hourly sighing ; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Pluto's is a dark abode. 
Sad the journey, sad the road : 
And, the gloomy travel o'er, 
Ah ! we can return no more ! 

Singula de nobis anni praedantur eontes. 
Eripnere jocos, renerem, conyiyia, ludum. 

The wing of every passing day 
Withers some blooming joy away j 
And wafts irom our enamourM arms 
The banqueli^s mirth, the virgin's charms. 

Dreary is the thought of dying ! etc.'} Regnier, a liber- 
tine French poet, has written some sonnets on the approach 
of death, full of gloomy and trembling repentance. Chau- 
lieu, however, supports more consistendy the spirit of the 
Epicurean philosopher. See his poem, addressed to the Mar- 
quis La Faire. 

Plus i'approche du terme et moins je le redoute, etc. 

I shall leave it to the moralist to make his reflections here : 
it is impossible to be very anacreontic on such a subject. 

And, the gloomy travel o*er, 

Ah ! we can return no more ! ] Scaligcr, upoiT Catullus's 
well-know^ lines, ** Qui nunc it per iter,'' etc. remarks, 
that Acheron, with the same idea, is called ttuiii^f^ by 
Theocritus, and ^ai»/)i0/M0f, by I^icander. 
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ODE LXII * 

Fill me, boy, as deep a draught ''' 
As e'er was fill'd, as e'er was qnaffM ; 
But let the water amply flow, 
To cool the grape's intemperate gl6w ; 

* This ode consists of two firagments, which are to be £Mind 
in Athenaeus, book x. and which Barnes, from the similarity 
of their tendency, has combined into one. I diink diis a 
Tery justifiable liberty, and hare adopted it in some odier 
fragments ofonrpoet. 

Degen refers us here to rerses of Uz, lib. ir. det Trinker. 

BtU let the water amply flo^w. 

To cool the grape* s intemperate ^low ; ele.] It was Mmr 
phictyon who first taught the Greeks to mix water with their 
wine ; in commemoration of which circnmstance they ereeted 
altars to Bacchus and the nymphs. On this mythological 
allegory the following epigram is founded. 

Ardentem ex ntero Semeles lav^re Lysum 
Naiades, extincto fulminis igne sacri ; 

Cum nymphis igitur tractabilis, at sine nymphis 
Candenti rursus fulmine corripitur. 

Pierius Valerianos. 

Which is, non yerbum rerbo. 

While heavenly fire consumed his Thebah dam^, 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the flame, 

Atid dippM him burning in her purest lymph ; 
Still, still he loves the sea-maid^s crystal nm. 
And when his native fires infuriate bum. 

He bathes him in. the fomitain of the nymph. 
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Let not the fiery god be single, 
But with the nymphs in union mingle ; 
For, though the bowl's the grave of sadness, 
Oh ! be it ne'er the birth of madness ! 
No, banish from bur board to-night 
The .revelries of rude delight ! 
To Scythians leave these wild excesses. 
Ours be the joy that soothes and blesses ! 
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe, 
Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe, 
Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soul and song ! 



asae 



ODE LXIIL* 

To Love, the soft and blooming child, 
I touch the harp in descant wild ; 
To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 
The boy, who breathes and blushes flowers ! 
To Love, for Heaven and earth adore him, 
And gods and mortals bow before him ! 

* '' This fra|;iiMnt is- preserved in Clemens Alexan^rinus, 
Strom, lib. ti. and in Arsenius, Collect. Graec.^ Baritbs. 

It appears to hswe been tbt opening of a bymn in praise of 
Loye. 
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ODE LXIV.* 

Haste thee, nymph, whose winged spear 
Wounds the fleeting mountainnleer I 

Dian, Jove's immortal child, 

• 

Huntress of the savage wild ! 
"Goddess with the sun*bright hair ! 
Listen to a people's prayer. 
Tun, to Lethe's river turn, 
There thy vanquished people mourn ! 

* This hymn to Diana is extant in Hephaeslion. There is 
an anecdote of our poet, which lifts led to some doubt whe- 
ther he ever wrote any odes of this kind. It is related by the 
Scholiast upon Pindar (Isthmionic. od. ii. y. i. as cited by 
Barnes). Anacreou being asked, why he addressed all his 
hymns to women, and none to the deities? answered, *' Be-- 
cause women are my deities.'' 

I have assumed the same liberty in reporting this anecdote 
which I have done in translating some of the odes ; and it 
were to be wished that these little infidelities were always 
considered pardonable in the interpretation of the ancients ; 
thus, when nature is forgotten in the original, in the transla- 
tion ^' tamen usque recurret." 

Tunif to Lisihe's riuer turn, 

There thy vansquish*d people mourn 1 3 Lethe, a river of 
Ionia, according to Strabo, filing into the Meander : near to 
it was situated the town Magnesia, in favour of whose inha- 
bitant* our poet is supposed to have addressed this supplica' 
tion to Diana. It was written (as Madame Dacier conjec- 
tures) on the occasion of some battle, in which the Magne- 
sians had been defeated* 
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Come to Lethe's wayy shore, 
There thy people's peace restore. 
Thine their hearts, their altars thine ; 
Dian ! must they — must they pine ? 



ODE LXV,* 

Like some wanton filly sporting, 

Maid of Thrace ! thou fly'st my courting. 

Wanton filly ! tell me why 

Thou trip'st away, -vnth scornful eye, 

And seem'st to think my doting heart 

Is novice in the bridling art ? 

Believe me, girl, it is not so ; 

Thoult find this skilful hand can throw 

* Tluft ode, which is addressed to some Thraeian girl, 
exists in Heradides, and has been imitated very frequently by 
Horace, as all the annotators have remarked. Madame Dacier 
rejects the allegory, which runs so obviously throughout it, 
and supposes it to have been addressed to a young mare be- 
longing to Polycrates : there is more modesty than ingenuity 
in the lady's conjecture. 

Berius, in the fourth book of his Hieroglyphics, cites this 
ode, and informs us, that the horse was the hieroglyphical 
emblem of pride. 
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The reins upon that tender fcrm, 
However wild, however warm I 
Thoult own that I ean tame thy forele, 
And turn and wind thee in the eonf^. 
Though wasting now thy careless hours, 
Thou sport'st amid the herbs and flowers. 
Thou soon shalt feel the teinV control, 
And tremble at the wish'd-for goal ! 



ODE LXVI.'^ ' 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine, 
Fairest of all that fairest shine ; 

* This ode is introduced in the Romance of Theodoros 
Prodromus, and is that kind of epithalaminm fHiich wasflttog 
like a scolium at the nuptial banquet. 

Among the many works of the impassioned Sappho^ of 
which time and ignorant superstition have deprived 110, the 
loss of her epithalamiums is not one of the least thWM de- 
plore. A subject so interesting to an amorous fitncy was 
warmly felt, and must have been warmly, described, by such 
a soul and such an imagination, llie following ISnei are 
citted as a relic of one of her epithalamituns : 

See Scaliger, in his Poedcs, on the ]^pithalamium. 
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To thee, thou blmking young Ddsiie, 
Who rulest the woiM with darts of fire! 
And oh ! thou nuptial Power, t^ thee 
Who bear'st ttf life the guardian key ; 
Breathing my soul in firagraBt praise, 
And weaving wild my votive lays, 
For thee, Queen! J wake the lyre, 
For thee, thou blushing young Desire ^ 
And oh ! for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and iUume Ais genial hour. 
Look on thy bride, luxuriant boy I 
And while thy lambent glance of joy * 
Plays over all her blushing charms. 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms, • 
Before the lovely, trembling prey. 
Like a young birdling, wing away! 
Oh ! Stratodes, impassion'd youth ! 
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth. 
And dear- to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all thine own ; 
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye. 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh ! 
To those bewitching beauties turn ; 
For thee they mantle, flush, and burn ! 
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Not more the rose, the qaeen of flowers, 
Oatblushes all the glowof bowers, 
Then she anriYall'd bloom discloses. 
The sweetest rose, where all are roses ! 
Oh ! may the son, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o'er thy bed ; 
And foster there an infant tree, 
To blosh like her, and bloom like thee ! 



And foster there an irrfant tree, 

To blush like her, ana bloom like thee /] Origiiud Knetr 
fiTTSs ^ «-g^v»0i 9ftf 191 jcfff-tf. Passeradus, apon die 
words '* com castnm amisU. florem," in the nuptial song ni 
Catollas, ^ter explaining ^^flos " in somewhat a similar sense 
to that which Gaulminus attributes to g^^sfy says, ** Uortnia 
({uoque Yocant in quo flos ille carpitur, et Gnecis «9ir#9 iff 

May I remark, that the author of the Greek Yersion of this 
charming ode of Catullus has ne^ected a most striking and 
anacreontic beauty in those verses, '' Ut flos in septis,** etc. 
which is the repetition of the line, '' Multi ilium pueri, mnlu 
optav^e puelLe," with the slight alteration of nulli and noU*. 
Catullus himself, however, has been equally injudicious in 
his version of the famous ode of Sappho ; he has translated 
ytXmvus Ifitfotfy but takes no notice of «J^ fmfU9ms» 
Horace has caught the spirit of it more faithfully : 

Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo, 
Dulce loquentem. 
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ODE LXVIL* 

Gentle youth ! whose looks assume 
Such a soft and girlish bloom, 
Why repulsive, why refuse 
The friendship which my heart pursues? 
Thou little know*st the fond control 
With which thy virtue reins my soul ! 
Then smile not on my locks of gray, 
Believe me oft with converse gay, 
I've chain'd the years of tender age, 
And boys have loved the prattling sage! 

* I hare formed this poem of three or four diflerent frag- 
ments, which is a liberty that perhaps may be justified by the 
example of Barnes, who has thus compiled the fiftv-seventh 
of his edition, and the little ode beginning ^tf vini^y ^tf 
$i999y m WMy which he has subjoined to l^e epigrams. 

The fragments combined in this ode, are the sixty-serenth, 
ninety-sixth, ninety-serenth, and hundredth of Barneses edi- 
tion, to which I rdfer the reader for the names of the authors 
by whom they are preserved. 

jind hoys haue toved Ae prattling sage ! "] Monsieur 
Chanlieu has giren a yery amiable idea of an old man's inter- 
course with youth : 

Que cherche par les jeunes gens, 
Pour lenrs errenrs plein dMndnlgence, 
Je tol^ lenr imprudence 

En fayeur de leurs agr^mens. 
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For mine is many a soothing pleasure, 
And mine is many a soothing measure ; 
And much I hate the beamless mind. 
Whose earthly yiaon, unrefined, 
Nature has never formed to see 
The beauties of simplicity ! ^ 

Simplicity, the flower of Heaven, 
To souls elect, by Nature given ! 



ODE LXVIIL* 

Rich in bliss, I proudly scorn 
The stream of Amalthea's horn ! 
NcMT should I ask to call the throne 
Of the Tartessian prince my own ; 
To totter through his train of years, 
The victim of declining fears. 
One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity ! 

* This fragment is preserved in the third book of Strabo. 

Of the Tartessian prince my otyif. ] Qe here alludes to 
Arganthonios, who lived, according to Ludan, aq hondred 
and fifty years \ and reigned, aecordM% to. HerodoiM, eighty. 
See Barnes. 
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ODE LXIX * 



Now Neptune's sullen month appears, 
The angry night-cloud swells with tears ; 
And savage storms, infuriate driven, 
Fly howling in the face of heaven I 
Now, now, my friends, the gathering gloom 
With roseate rays of wine illume : 
And while our wreaths of parsley spread 
Their fadeless foliage round our head, 
Well hynm the almighty power of wine, 
And shed libations on his shrine ! 



ODE LXX.t 

Thet wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fjEm with pensile wreath their neck ; 

* This is compos^ of two fragioeiitf ; the seyentieth and 
ei^tj-firtt in Barnes. They are hoth found in Enstatbius. 

f Three firagmentt torn this little ode, all of which are 
pfvfenred in Athenaiis. They are the eighty-second, seycnty- 
fifth, and eighty-third, in Barnes. 
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And every guest, to shade his head, 
Thiee little breathing chaplets spread ; 
And one was of Egyptian leaf, 
The rest were roses, fair and brief ! 
While from a golden vase profound, 
To all on flowery beds around, 
A goblet-nymph, of heavenly shape, 
PourM the rich weepings of the grape ! 



ODE LXXI * 

A BROKEN cake, with honey sweet, 
Is all my spare and simple treat : 

u4nd etferf guest, to shade his head. 

Three little breathing chaplets spread. ] Longepierre, to 
give an idea of the luxurious estimation in which garlands 
were held by the ancients, relates an anecdote of a courtezan, 
who, in order to gratify three lovers, without leaving cause 
for jealousy with any of them, gave a kiss to one, let the 
other drink after- her, and put a garland on the brow of the 
third; so that each was satisfied with his favour, and flat- 
tered himself with the preference. 

This circumstance is extremely like the subject of one of 
the tensons of Savari de Mauleon, a troubadour. See mis- 
toire Litt^raire des Troubadours. The recital is a cnrions 
picture of the puerile gallantries of cdiivalry. 

* This poem is compiled by Barnes, from Athensus, He- 
ph»stlon, and Arsenius. See Barnes, 8oth. 
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And while a generous bowl I crown, 
To float my little bsfhquet tlown, 

« 

I take the soft, ihe amorous lyre, 
And sing of love's delicious fire ! 
Tn mirthful measures, warm and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee ! 



ODE LXXII * 

With twenty chords my lyre is hung, 
And wiiile I wake tliem all for thee, 

Thou, virgin ! wild and young, 
Disport*st in airy levity. 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 
Its antler'd mother leaves behind, 

Is not more wantoply afraid. 

More timid of the rustling wind ! 

* Tbis I hare fonned from tbe eighty-fonrth and eighty- 
fifUi of Bamet't edition. The two fragments are found in 
AKhement. 

The nunling fawn^ that in some shade 

lu ander^d mother leaves behind, etc."] In the original : 

*0f 19 9A9 Kt^stomit 

Aws3fLtif$$if vits /cyr^ff . 
''Homed** here, •undoubtedly, seems a strange epithet^ 
VOL. VII. g 
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ODE LXXIII.* 

Fare thee well, perfidious maid I 
My soul, too long on earth delay'd, 
Delayed, perfidious girl ! by thee, 
Is now on wing for liberty. 
I fly to seek a kindlier sphere. 
Since thou hast ceased to loye me here ! 



ODE LXXiy.t 

I bloom'd, awhile, an happy flower. 
Till Love approached, one fatal hour, 

Madame Dacier, howcyer, observes, that Sophocles, Calli- 
machus, etc. have all applied it in the very same mamier, 
and she seems to agree in the conjecture of the scholiast 
upon Pindar, that perhaps horns are not always peculiar 
to the males. I think we may with more ease conclnde it 
to be a license of the poet, ** jussit' habere puellam coraua." 

* This fragment is preserved by the scholiast apon Aristo- 
phanes, and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes. 

-^ This is to be found in Hephaestion, and is the eighty- 
ninth of Barneses edition. 

I must here apologize for omitting a veiy consideiabk 
fragment imputed to our poet, Safiii i* EvfvirvAf /siAk, 
etc. which is preserved Va the twelfth book of Athenans, and 
is the ninety-first in Barnes. If it was really AnaicrcSon who 
wrote it, nil fait unquam sic impar Aibi. It is in a style of 
gross satire, and is foU of esprestiooi Which nerer could be 
grftccfhlly translated. 
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And made my tender branches feel 
The woonds of his avenging steel. 
Then^ tbenr I feel, like som^poor willow 
That tosses on the wintry billow ! 



ODE LXXV.* 

Monarch Loyel resistless boy, 
With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 
And nymphSy that glance ethereal blue, 
Disporting tread the mountain-dew ; 
Propitious, oh ! receive m^ sighs. 
Which, burning with entreaty, rise ; 
That thou wilt whisper, to the breast 
Of her I loye, thy soft behest ; 
And counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson thou hast taught to me. 
Ah I if my heart no flattery tell, 
Thott'lt own Fve learh'd that lesson well ! 

* This fragmeiit is presenred by Dion. Chrysostom, Orat. ii, 
de Regno. See Barnes, 98. 
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ODE LXXVI * 

SnuT of Lore ! iriioae tiesKS shine 
Along die bicexe, in golden twine. 
Come within a fngnnt doad 
Blushing with li^t, thy TOtary diroud ; 
Andy on those wings that qiarkling play. 
Waft, oh ! waft me hence away ! 
Love ! my soul is full of thee. 
Alive to all thy luxury. 

* This fira^ment, which is CKUnt in Athenaeos (Barnes, loi), 
is supposed, on the authority of Chamaeleon, to have beei 
addnaued to Sappho. We have also a stansa attribated to 
her, which some romancers hare supposed to be her answer 
to Anacreon. ''Mais par maihenr (as Bayle says) Sapho 
Tint an monde enriron cent' on six ringts ans aTant Aatr 
creon.** NouTeUes de la Re'p. des Lett. torn. ii. de Ro- 
Tembre, 1684. The following is her fragment, the compli- 
ment of which is Tery finely imagined ; she supposes that the 
Muse has dictated the Terses of Anacreon : 

n^f 0780; «y«(0«f. 

Oh Muse! who sittVt on golden throne, 
Full many a hymn of dulcet tone 

The Teian sage is taught by thee j 
But, Goddess, from ihy throne of gold, 
The sweetest hymn thou*st erer told. 

He lately leam'd and sang for me. 
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Bnt she,' the nymph for^hom I glow, 
The pretty I^yb^i^JSnoclLS Vny woe.; 
Smiles at the hoAr and silver'd hues 
Which Time upon my forehead strews. * 
Alas ! I fear she keeps hei^ dMrms * 
In store for y6uoger*haft)ier arms ! 



ODE tXliYlh^ 

Hither, gentle Muse of mine, • 

Gome an4 tea^ch dur votary old 
Many a golde^i'^hjmn divine, 

For the nymph with vest of, gold. 

P^tty nymph, of ^iender age. 
Fair thy silk^ locks ui|fold ; 
Listen to a hoary sage, . 

Sweetest maid witl^est of t;old ! 

. ■ • • 

^ This is formed of the T24th and iigth fragments in 
Barnes, both qf whidl Me to^be found in Scaliger's Poetics. 

De <Pauw thinks ;)At^ those detached lines and couplets, 
which Scaligcr has adduce^ as examples jn his Poetics, arc 
by no means authentic, but of his own fabrication. 
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ODE Lx^vra * 

WocLD Uut I were a tnnefiil lyie. 

Of bamidi'd ivoif fiiir , 
Whick, in the ttonysUn choir, - 

Some blooming boy shodd bearl! 

Would that I weie a goUea vase , 
And then some nymph shoold hold 

My ^otless fiame, -with Undiing grace^ 
Herself as pare as gold I 

ODE LXXFX.t 

When Cupid sees my beard' of snow. 

Which blanphing Time has taught to flow; 

Upon his wing of golden light 

He passes with an eaglet's flight, ^ 

And, flitting on, he seems to say, 

" Fare thee well, thou'st had thy day ! ** 

* This is generally inserted amboglhe renmins of Alccus. 
Some, however, have attrihated it to Anacreon. See oor 
poet's twenty-second ode, and the notes. 

f See Barnes, 173d. This tragment, to which 1 hare 
taken the liberty of adding a tarn not to be found in the ori- 
ginal, is cited by Lucian in his little essay on the Gallic 
Hercules. 
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* Cupid, whos^ Ump h^ icnir tbf wy 
Which lightens our ifieandej^ing way— ^ . 
Cupid, within iny b6som stealing, 
Excites a strange and mingled feeling, 
Which pleases, though s^erely teasing, 
And teases, though divinely pleasing I 

t Let me resign a wretched breath, 

Since now remains to me 
No other balm*than lindly death, 

To 3oothe my misery ! 



ae 



§ I KNOW thou loy'st a brimming measure, 
And art ^ kindly cordial host ; 
Bod let me fill and drink at pleasure — 
Thus I enjoy the goblet most. 

• • 

* Barnes, laSch. This, if I remember right, is in Scali- 
ger's Poetics. Gail has omitted it in his collection of frag- 
ments. 

j-'This fragment is extant in Arsenius and Uephzsiion. 
See Barnes (OgCh), who has arranged the metre of it very 
elmntly. 

$^Bames, 7ad. This fragment, which is quoted by Athe- 
naras, is an excellent lesson for the votaries of Jnpiter Hos- 
pitalif. 
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* I FEAR that Love disturbs my rest, 
Tet feel not Love's impassioned care ; 
I think there's madness in my breast. 
Yet cannot find that madness there ! 



t From dread Leucadia's frowniog steep, 
111 plunge into the whitening deep, 
And there I'll float, to waves resigned, 
For Love intoxicates my mind ! 

* This fragment is in Hephaestfon. See Barnes, gStlb. ' 
Catullus expresses something of this contrariety of feelings : 

Odi et amo ; qiiare id faciam fortasse requiris ^ 
Nescio : sed fieri scntio, ^t excnicior. Carm. 53. 

I love thee and hate thee, but if I can tell 
The cause of my love and my hate, may I die ! ' 

I can feel it, alas! I can feel it too well, 
That I love thee and liate thee, but cannot tell why. 

*|-This also is in Uephaestion, and perhaps is a fragment of 
some poem, in which Anacreon had commemorated the fate 
of Sappho. It is the ia3d of Barnes. 
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* Mix me, cHildy a cup divine, 
Crystal Vater, ruby<nrine : 
Weave the frontlet, richly flashing. 
O'er my. wintry temples blushing. 
Mix the brimmer — Love and I 
Shall no more the^gauntlet try. 
Here— upon this holy bowl, 
I surrender all my soul ! 

'^This fragment is collected by Barnes from Demetrius 
Phalareas, and Enstathius, and is subjoined in his edition to 
tbe epigrams attributed to our poet. And iiere is the last of 
those litde scattered flowers which I thought I mig^t ven- 
ture with any grace to transplant. I wish it could be said of 
the garland which they form, Td ^ ml^ Afanpufr^f. 



( ao3 ) 



Among the Epigi^iac of the Anthologia, there are some 
panegyrics on Anacreon which I had translated, and 
<nriginally intended as a. kind of Coronis to the work ; 
hut I found, upon consideration, that they wanted 
vari^y : a frequent recurrence of the same thought, 
within the limits of m epitaph, to which they are con- 
fined, would render ^ collection of them rather unin- 
teresting. I shall take the liberty, however, of sub* 
joining a few, that I lAay not appear to have totally 
neglected those elegant tributes to the reputation of 
Anacreon. The four epigrams which I give are im- 
puted to Antipater Sidonius. They are rendered, per- 
haps, with too much freedom ; but, designing a trans- 
lation of all that arc on the subject, I imagined it was 
necessary to enliven their uniformity by sometimes in- 
dulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 
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AiTiTrotrp^ ^iS'miH^ ag Avaxpsovra. 

0AAAOI TlTfMKOfVfcfi^fy AftUCftOfy ttfC^t 9t Kt9^f 

tifiptt Tt Xufumfmf w^p^vftmf 9rfr«A«* 
^ifyttt ^ «^yi90fyr«f ttfa6XifiotfTO y«A«»r«f, 

tum^f ^* «x« yjff jy/'v ;^f«ir« ^flffy 
«^f«( »f r0i T7e9itti Tt icmi ofitt ri^^/iy ttftirmty 

wmtrtt ^eticXmous xMt 9vf tpmn fitof. 

* Around the tomb, oh bard divine ! 

Where soft thy hallow'd brow reposes, 
Long may the Vleathless ivy twine, 

And Summer pour her waste of roses ! 

* Antipater Sidonius, the author of this epigram, lived, 
according to Vossius, de Poetis Grxcis, in the second year of 
the 169th Olympiad. He appears, from what Cicero and 
Quintilian have said of him, to have hccn a kind of iiupro- 
visatore. See Institut. Orat. lib. x. cap. 7. There is no- 
thing more known respecting this poet, except some particn- 
lars about his illness and death, which are meixtioned as 
curious by Pliny and others \ and there remain of his works 
but a few epigrams in the Anthologia, among which are these 
I have selected, upon Anacreon. Those lemains have been 
sometimes imputed to another poet * of the same name, of 

* PIcraque tamen Thessalonicensi tribuenda videntur. 

Brunck, Lcctiones et Emendat. 
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And many a fount sli^there distil, 
And many a rill refresh the flowers ; 

But wine shall gush in every rill J * ^ 

And every feun^be milky showers. « * 

Thus, shad§ of nim, whom Nature Kught 
Tq tune his lyre and soul to pleasure, ^ 

M 'I ' 

Who gave" to Ipve his warmest thought. 
Who ga¥e^to love his fondest measure ! 

Thus, after death, if spirits feel. 

Thou mayst, from odours round thee Streaming, 
A pul^e of past enjoyment steal,i&^ 

And live again in blissful drefiimiiig ! 

whom Vossiuft gives us ihe following account : '* Antipater 
ThessatonicensiJ vixit tempore Augusti Gxsaris, ut qui sal- 
tantem vide^t Pyladem, sicut constat ex quodam ejus epi-* 
grammate AvdvA^yitff, lib. iv. tit. iif ofx^^f^his. At eum 
ac BathyllMn^ primos fuisse pantomimes ac sub Angusto 
claruHse, satis notum ex Dione,^ etc. etc. 

The reader, who thinks it worth observing, may find a 
strange oversight in Hoffmanns quotation of this article from 
Vossius, Lexic. Univers. By the omission of a sentence he 
has made Vossius assert that th^ poet Antipater was one of 
tlie first pantomime dancers in Roftie. 

Barnes, npon the epigram before us, mentions a version 
of it by Brodaeus, which is not to be found in that commen- 
tator ; but he more than once confounds Brodaeus with ano- 
ther annotator on the Anthologia, Vineentius Obsopceus, who 
has given a translation of the epigram. 
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T« own. €ic Tor axjTOf, 

TTMBOZ AfmxftiofVf. i TtiUf fvl«^ ««»»#; 
' A«/K9» Af i^i«ffvrf /»iAi(f ri«i ii^i B«J0>A# ^ 

'l/Kf^* JUM »l«Vy AfVMf •/^/f All«f. 

■ 

Here sleeps Anacreon, in thi^ ivied- shade ; 
Here, mute in death , the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold, cold the hetrt, which lived but to require 
All the volupf nous frenzy of desire ! 

— — the Teian swan it laid."] Tlias Horace of Pindar : 

Malta Dircxnm levat aura cjcnum. 

A swan was the hicroglyphical emblem of a poet, AoACieoD 
has been called the swan of Teos by another o^his enlo^Cs. 

£f T4if fctXt^fotg 'l/ntfotat wvfr^§fof 
Anatot AftucfffTtty Ty'isf KUKffy 

iMytfUS, AylsAsy. 

God of the grape ! thoa hast betrayM, 

In wine's bewildering dream. 
The fairest swan that erer play'd 
Along the Muse^s stream I 
The Teian, nursed with all those honied boys. 
The young Desires, light LoTes, and roae-lipp'd Joys I 
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And yet, oh Bard ! thfia art not mute in death , 
Stilly/till W9 catth thy lyre's delicious breath ; 
And^ctill tlfy song» of soft BathyUa bloom, 
Green as the ivy round the mouldering^ toinb ! 
Nor yet has death obscured thy fire of love, 
StilT, still it lights tnee through th^ Elysian grove ; 
And drcan^ are thine, that bless ^^«lect alone, 

And^^us calk thee, evi^ ^i^eaih, h^r own ! 

^ . . '^ 

SUU, still weeatci thjr lyrt^s delitioitWbreath. 1 Thus 
Simoirides, speaking of our poet : « 

M^Xifiif ^' u A909 ^f^rffvflf AAA* tn Kin 6 

Nor ye( «re all his numbers mute,- 

Thoqgfa dark within the toihb he lies ; 

But liting still,* hisSinqrous l^jite 
With sinless animation sighs ! 

Thi| is tfie famous Simonides, whom Plato styled '' divine/^ 
though LeJevre^ in his Poetes Grecs, supposes that die epi- 
grams under his name are aH falsely imputed. The most 
considerahle of his I'emains is a satirical poem^pon wcnien, 
presenred by SCJObseus, 4^d^«f yo^Mpmf, • 

We may judge from the lines I have just quoted, and the 
import of the epigram before us, that the works of Anacreon 
were perfect in the times of Simoliides*and*Antipatcr. Ob- 
sopoeus, the coqHjRentator here appears to exult in their de- 
struction, and tciling us . they weie bi|rned hy the bishops 
and patriarchs, he. adds, *' nee sane id necquiequam fece- 
runt,^ attributing to this outrage an effect which \t could 
never produoe. .,. . 
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Ty eumcy uq tot amroff. 

SEINE, r«^«» iFttpm Xtvf Awmm^ffT^f m^ifi^t^. 
El Tt T4t f» fiifiXmw fAlff tfutf •ftX^fy 

ZWU999 tfin T7r$ikny 9wumtf yttffy •fpm x$f ^nm 
QfM y9^9M TUfut w4Ts^$fUwmy 

'Qg i Ai#f vnr /ti/KiAy/ff F#f iMMf umf^tj 

i' 
'*' Oh stranger ! if Anacreon's shell 
Has ever taught thy heart to fwell 

'*''The spirit of Anacreon mtters these Terses from the 
tomb, somewhat ** muutas ab iilo,*' at least in simplicity of 
expression. 

if AnacreorCs shell , 

Has et^er taught thy heart to swell, etc.] We may gness 
from the 'woros f» ^tZxmf tfMffy that Anacreon was not 
merely a writer of billets-doux, as some French critics haTe 
called him. Amongst these, M. Le Fevre, with all his pro- 
fessed admiration, has given our poet a character by no 
means of an elevated cast : 

Aussi cVst pour cela que la post^ttf 
L*a tou jours justemcnt d'Age en Age chante 
Comme un franc goguenard, ami de goinfrerie. 
Ami de billets- doux et de badinerie. 

See the Terses prefixed to his Poetes Greet. This is unlike 
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With pas^on's throb or pleasure's sigh, 
In pity turn, as wandering nigh, 
And drop thy goblet's riches^ tear 
In exquisite libation here ! 

the language of TbeocrituSj to whom Anacreon is indd>tc<t 
for the following simple eftlogiara : • C 

0CMSI r^rmiptMfrm ruwy m fiHH^ 
9inthty Km My\ twuf ts #i««f ifljy; * 

Upon the Statue o^Anacreon. 

Stranger I who near this statue chance to roam, 
Let it awhile your studicrus eyes engatt > 

And you may say, retunujiig to your ^Ifene, 
'* IVe seen the image m the l^ian tge, 
'* Best of the bards whodack the Muse'sbpage.'' « 

Then, if you add, <' That striplings loTe<yipi well," 

Ton tell oken^all he was, and aptly tell. 

T]ie simplitity oi«this inscription bas always delighted me ; 
I haTe given it, I |>elieYe, as literally* as a verse 'translation 
wiUaUorir. ^ 

AwASrof thygobUA rUheU tear, etc,"] Thus Simonides, 
in another of Iris epitaphs on our poer: ' « 

Km ^tf att rfyy«i>«rff9 ipongy if i ytpmtf ' 
Amp4T%ff ftmStktcsf twfttf f» r^^rmt. 

Let yftaes, in clustering beauty wreathed, 
Drop all their tre&sures on his head. 

Whose lips a dew of sVeetness breathed. 
Richer than vine hath ever shed ! 
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So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment still. 
I cannot even in deatk Ksign 
The festal joys that once wer^ mihe. 
When Harmony pursued my Ways, • 
And fiacchus wanton'd to my lays. 
Oh ! if delight could charm no mor^, 
If alTthe goUet's bliss were oVr, 
When Fate hid once our doom decreed, 
Then dying would be death Indeed ! 
Nor could I think, unbtest by wine, 
Divinity itself divine ! * * 

And Bacchus wanton*d to mjr lays, etc,"] Th« original 
here is <;omi]^^; the line tig c AttvvrUf etc: is vnintel- 
iigible. i t ^ 

BniDck's emeoQation improves the «ense, hut I doubt if 
it ^n be commended for elegance. He' reads the line thus : 

See Bnmcky AniMCU Veter. P<yt. Gry. vol. ii. 



«. 



^■ 
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9fi9tit ymp E'^jrrof f^vf rMavrtfr* if ^ 0f ^yy«f 
T0{« rg «4»i rv4Ai«f fi;^fir ixiifi^tmt* 

t 
At length tby golden hours hatve wing'd their 

flight, ' • C *. 

And drowsy deij|1i that eyelid steepetb ; 
Thy harp, that whisper'd through each lingering 

night, 
Now mutely in oblivion ileepeth ! ^ 



Thjr harp, that whisp^^d through each lif^ering night, 
etc. 3 In another of these poems, *' the nig]|^y-s^eaking lyre* 
of the bard is not allowed to be silent jpren after his death . 

ir«9ftf;^i«f z^utt* T9V ^tX^wmtk ;^fAc;y. 

To beauty's smile and wine's delight. 
To joys he loved on ^arth so well, 

Still than hii^irit^aH the night, 
Attune fhe wild^ aerial shell! 

* BmBck .|||t iB^y«y 5 bat «^>mi. .the common reading, 
iifCler suit%:^ detailed <|noiUtion. ^ 
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She, %oOg for whoM ttht lieut profosely shed 
Tk |n«t Hrtir oHis B wiMB, 

SIk^ tiie Toa^psprng of tliy desires. Las fled, 
And widi ber HeA Jbncmipi drffcnbers ! 



Jlc, dkr jrooB^ '^'■■S' •Tcfr ^'^W'^ «(e.3 The original, 
*« lit Set fi^ it Lff J B iiful . We regret diat sudb pnite 
fhoaU be Uvkhed w pRfMSieroadr, aad fiod that the poe^s 
■Mttcss, Ewjpjl e, woald haw descrwed it better. Her ntme 
hM bees told vsbT M iJtagu , as already qaoiady and in an- 
other epignai by Aaiiy ler. 

tfiiSvtppvp AMra^f m»i9s itnf^ *^f*^9 
lit wff Ev^MTpAff Tf r^i^i^lcffr • • 

Long may the njmph acoana thee flaj* 

Eorypyle, dij sooTs desire! ' 
Basking her beauties in the raj 

That lights thin^ ^^ dissolTing fire ! 

Siflg of her, smile*s hpwitchingjwwer. 
Her ererj grace that warms find blesses \ 

SinAf her brow's laxnrllint flower, ' 
The Kaming glory of her tresses. 

The expression here, «v5«f xqfiiitflf '< the 'flower 'of the 
hair,^ is borrowed from Anacreon himself, as appears by a 
fragment of the j^t p^csenrcd in &obagis : AwtMtfttt 
i' MWM}i$lf Mftmfg^f '«v5«<'. * 

Tlie pwett nectar of its numbers, etc.] Thus, says 
Brunck, in the prologue to the Satires of Persius : 

Cantare crcdas Pegaseium nectar. 

*^ Melos'' is the usual' riding in this line, a«A Casanbon has 
defended it j but ** nectar," I think, is mneh iMre spirited. 
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Farewell ! thou hadst a pulse for every ^davt 
That Love could scatter from his quiver ; 

And every woman found in thee a hearty 

Which thouy with all thy soul, ^idst give her ! 

• 

Farewell I thou hadst a ptdsejgr euery dart, etc.^ i^vf 
gxtlfSf ^^ Scopus eras natur&/' not ''speculator," as Barnes 
▼erj faUbly interpreu it. 

Vincentins Obsopoeus, upon this passage, contrires to ihr 
dnlge us with a little astrological wisdom, and talks ip a style 
of learned scandal abouft Venus, *' male posita cum Iftrte ii^ 
domo Satumi.'' 

And every woman found in thee a heart, etc."} This 
cou^et is not otherwise warranted by the original, than as it 
dilates the thought Wbich Antipater has figuratively expressed. 

Critias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the legitimate gaUanuy 
of Anacrcon, calling him, with elegant conciseness, yoftMUfv 
9«'g^s«'fO/s«. 

XvflW^VtUf t^tB-tVflMf yVftMUfV fflTf^SSri 0/MI. 

Teos gave to Greece her treasure. 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving; 
Fondly weaving lays of pleasure 

For the maids who blushM approving ! 

Oh ! in nightly' banquets sporting, 
Where's the guest could ever fly him ? 

Oh I with love's seduction courting, ' 
Where's the nymph could e'er deny him ? 

* Thus Scaliger, in his dedicatory verses to Ronsard : 
Blandas, suaviloquus, dnlcis Anacreon. 
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PREFACE 



BY THE EDITOR. 



The Poems which I take the liberty of publish- 
ing were never intended by the Author to pass 
beyond the circle of his friends. He thought, 
with some justice, that what are called Occa« 
sional Poems must be always insipid and unin- 
teresting to the greater part of their readers. 
The particular situations in which they were 
written ; the character of the author and of his 
associates ; all these peculiarities must be known 
and felt before we can enter into the spirit of 
such compositions. This consideration would 
have always, I believe, prevented Mr. Little 
from submitting these trifles of the moment to 
the eye of dispassionate criticism : and, if their 
posthumous introduction to the world be injus- 
tice to his memory, or intrusion on the public, 
the error must be imputed to the injudicious 
partiality of friendship. 

VOL. YII. 10 
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Mr. Little died in iiis one-and-twentieth year ; 
and most of these Poejns vrere written at so early 
a period, that their errors may claim some in- 
dulgence from the critic: their author, as un- 
ambitious as indolent, scarce ever looked beyond 
the moment of composition ; he wrote as he 
pleased, careless whether he pleased as he wrote- 
It may likewise be remembered, that they were 
all the productions of an age when the passions 
very often give a colouring too warm to the 
imagination ; and this may palliate, if it cannot 
excuse^ that air of levity which pervades so many 
of them. The " aurea legge, s' ei piace ei lice,** 
he too much pursued, and too much inculcates. 
Few can regret this more sincerely than myself; 
and if my friend had lived, the judgment of riper 
years would have chastened his mind, and tem- 
pered the luxuriance of his fancy. 

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the study 
of the amatory writers. If ever he expected to 
find in the ancients that delicacy of sentiment and 
variety of fancy which are so necessary to refine 
and animate the poetry of love, he was much 
disappointed. I know not any one of them who 
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can be regarded as a model in that style ; Oyid 
made love like a rake, and Propertius like a 
schoolmaster. The mythological alliisions of the 
latter are called erudition by his commentators ; 
but such ostentatious display, upon a subject so 
simple as loYe, would be now esteemed vague and 
puerile, and was even in his own times pedantic. 
It is astonishing that so many critics have pre- 
ferred him to the pathetic Tibullus ; but I believe 
the defects which a common reader condemns 
have been looked upon rather as beauties by those 
erudite men, the commentators, who find a field 
for their ingenuity and research in his Grecian 
learning and quaint obscurities. 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and na- 
tural feeling. The idea of his unexpected return 
to Delia, " Tunc veniam subito,*** etc. is ima- 
gined with all the delicate ardour of a lover ; and 
the sentiment of '' nee te posse carere velim,** 
however colloquial the expression may have been, 
is natural and from the heart. But, in ray opi- 
nion, the poet of Verona possessed more genuine 
feeling than any of them. His life was, I believe, 

* Lib. i. eieg. 3. 
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unfortunate; his associates were wild and aban- 
doned ; and the warmth of his nature took too 
much advantage of the latitude which the morals 
of those times so criminally allowed to the 'pas- 
sions. All this depraved his imagination, and 
made it the slave of his senses : but still a native 
sensibility is often very warmly perceptible ; and 
when he touches on pathos, he reaches the heart 
immediately. They who have felt the sweets of 
return to a home, from which they have long been 
absent, will confess the beauty of those simple 
unaffected lines : 

quid solutis estbeatins curis ! 
Cum mens onus reponit, ac peregrino 
Lahore fessi venimus Larem ad nottram 
Desideratoque acquiescimns lecto. Caem.zxxu. 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are the 
very lears of poesy ; and when he complains of 
the ingratitude of mankind, even the inezpe- 

* 

rienced cannot but sympathize with him. I wish 
I were a poet; I should endeavour to catch, by 
translation, the spirit of those beauties which I 
admire* so warmly. 

* la the following Poems, there is a translation of one of 
his finest Carmina; but I fancy it is only a school-boy's essay, 
and deserves to be praised for little more than the attempt. 
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It seems to haye been peculiarly the £ite of 
Catullus, that the better and more valuable part 
of his poetry has not reached us ; for there is con- 
fessedly nothing in his extant works to authorize 
the epithet *' doctiis,** so universally bestowed 
upon bixfi by the ancients. If time had suffered 
the rest to escape, we perhaps should have found 
among them some more purely amatory ; but of 
those we possess, can there be a sweeter specimen 
of warm, yet chastened description, than his loves 
of Acme and Septimius? and the few little songs 
of dalliance to Lesbia are distinguished by such 
an exquisite playfulness, that they have always 
been assumed as models by the most elegant mo- 
dem Latinists. Still, I must confess, in the midst 
of these beauties, 

——Medio dc fonte lepomm 
Snrgit amari alicpid, quod ia ipsis floribus angat. * 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients 
knew nothing of gallamtry ; and we are told there 
was too much sincerity in their love to allow them 
to trifle with the semblance of passion. But I 
cannot perceive that they were any thing more 

'*' Lacretios. 
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constant than the modems : they felt all the same 
dissipation of the heart, thoa^ they knew not 
those seductive graces by irhkli gallantry alinosl 
teaches it to be amiable. Watton, the learned 
advocate for the modems^ deserts them in co»* 
sidering this point of comparison, and praises the 
ancients for their ignorance of sach a refinement ; 
bat he seems to have collected his notions of gal- 
lantry firom the insipid fadturs of the Freiicb ro» 
mances, which are very unlike &e sentimentsl 
levity, the ^^ grata protervitas,'* of a Rochester or 
a Sedley. 

From what I have had an opportamty of ob- 
serving, the early poets of bar own language were 
the modek which Mr. Little selected for imita- 
tion. To attain their simplicity {sevo rarisstma 
nostro simplicitas) was his fondest ambition. He 
could not have aimed at a grace more difficult of 
attainment ; ^ and his life was of tooishort a date 

^ It is a carious illastration of the labour which simplicity 
requires, that the RamUers of Johnson, elaborate as they 
appear, were written with fluency, and seldom recpiired re- 
T^^ion ; wfaile the simple language of Rousseau, which seems 
to come flowing from the heart, was the slow production 'of 
painful labour, pausing on every word, and balancing every 
sentence. 
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to allow him to perfect such a taste ; but how far 
he was likely to have succeeded, the critic may 
judge from his productions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in rather 
an imperfect state, which, as soon as I have ar- 
ranged and collected it, shall be submitted to the 
public eye. 

Where Mr. Little was bom, or what is the 
genealogy of his parents, are points in which very 
few readers can be interested. His life was one 
of those humble streams which have scarcely a 
name in the map of life, and the traveller may 
pass it by without inquiring its source or direction. 
His character was well known to all who were 
acquainted with him ; for he had too much vanity 
to hide its virtues, and not enough of art to con- 
ceal its defects. The lighter traits of his mind 
may be traced perhaps in his writings ; but the 
few for which he was valued live only in» the 
remembrance of his friends. 

T. M. 
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TO 



J. ATK— NS— N, Esq, 



MY DEAR SIR, 



I FEEL a very sincere pleasure in dedicating 
to you the Second Edition of our friend Little's 
Poems. I am not unconscious that there are 
many in the collection which perhaps it would 
be prudent to have altered or omitted ; and, to 
say the truth, I more than once revised them for 
that purpose ; but, I know not why, I distrusted 
either ray heart or my judgment ; and the con- 
sequence is, you have them in their original form : 

Non possunt nostros multae, Faastine, liturae 
Emendare jocos; ana litara pote8(. 

I am convinced, however, that though not quite 
a casuiste reldchd, you have charity enough to 
forgive such inoffensive follies: you know the 
pious Reza was not the less revered for those 

to. 
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sportive juvenilia which he published under a 
fictitious name; nor did the levity of Bembo's 
poems prevent him from making a very good 
cardinal. 

Believe me, my dear fiiend, 

With the truest esteem, 
Yours, 

T. M. 

jipril ig, i8o3. 



POEMS, ETC 



TO JULIA. 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME ILLIBERAL CRmCISKS. 

Why, let the stingless critic chide 

• 

With all that fume of vacant pride 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool, 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 
Oh ! if the song, to feeling true, 
Can please the elect, the sacred few, 
Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught. 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought— 
If ^me fond feeling maid like thee. 
The warmr-eyed child of Sympathy, 
Shall say, while o'er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion's dream, 
^* He was, indeed, a tender soul— 
^^ No critic law, no chill control, 
** Should ever freeze, by timid art, 
** The flowings of so fond a heart ! " 



sjiS ajnuTs 




Goaft SK tike tew §nm fioMty's eje. 
From Fedi^s^s faraul tke votive tifjtk ; 
Ok! let aiy lOB^ Hiy MCMorf , fad 
A dune vilkui tke iBBder auad ; 
lad I willsoofm tke critic's diide, 
Aad I win «3oni tke fuie of pride 
Wkidi mantles oVr tke pedant Ibol, 
like Taponr on a stagnant pool ! 



TO A LADY, 
vmfL SOME lIAin3SCRIPT POEMS. 

OH LEATIKG TBE COIWTRT. 

Wheh, casting many a look behind, 
I leave the friends I cherish here — 

Perchance some other friends to find, 
But sorely finding none so dear — 

Haply the little simple page, 
Which votive thus Fve traced for thee, 
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May now and then a look engage. 

And steal a moment's thought for me. 

• 

But, oh ! in pity let not those 

Whose hearts are not of gentle mould, 

Let not the eye that seldom flows 
With feeling tear, my song behold. 

For, trust me, they who never melt 

With pity, never melt with love ; 
And they will frown at all I've felt. 

And all my loving lays reprove. 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind, 

Which rather loves to praise than blame, 

Should in my page an interest find. 
And linger kindly on my name ; 

Tell him,—- or, oh ! if gentler still. 

By female lips my name be blest : 
Ah ! where do all affections thrill 

So sweetly as in woman's breast ? — 

Tell her, that he whose loving themes 

Her eye indulgent wanders o'er, 
Gould sometimes wake' from idle dreams. 

And bolder flights of fancy soar ; 
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That glory oft would claim the lay, 
And friendship oft his numbers moYe ; 

But whisper then, that, ** sooth to say, 
" "•• sweetest song was given to Love I " 



TO MRS. 



If, in the dream that hovers 
Around my deeping mind. 

Fancy thy form discovers, 
And paints thee melting kind ; 

If joys from sleep I borrow. 
Sure thou*lt forgive me this ; 

For he who wakes to sorrow. 
At least may dream of bliss ! 

Oh ! if thou art, in seeming. 
All that I've e'er required : 

Oh I if I feel in dreaming. 
All that Fve e'er desired ; 

Wilt thou forgive my taking 
A kiss, or — something more ? 

What thou deny'st me waking, 
Oh ! let me slumber o'er I 
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TO THE LARGE AND BEAimFUL 

MISS — : . 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME PAaTNERSHIP IN A LOTTERY SHARE. 

mPROBIPTU. 



—Ego paw ViAO. 

In wedlock a species of lottery lies. 
Where in blanks and in prizes we deal ; 

But how comes it that you, sach a capital prizes 
Should so long haye remained in the wheel ? 

If eyer, by Fortune's indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roll, 
A sixteenth. Heaven knows ! were sufficient for me; 
For what could I do with the whole ? 



TO JULU. 

Well, Julia, if to love, and live 
llid all the pleasures 1ot6 can give, 
Be crimes that bring damnation ; 
Tou — ^you and I haye given such scope 
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To loTcs and joys, we scarce can kope 
In Heayen the least salyatiop ! 

And yet, I think, did ^ayen &sign 
That blisses dear, like yours and mine, 

Shonld be our own ondoing ; 
It had not made my sool so warm. 
Nor given you such a witching form. 

To bid me dote on ruin I 

Then wipe away that timid tear ; 
Sweet tmant ! you have nought to fear. 

Though you were whelm'd in sin ; 
Stand but at Heaven's gate awhile. 
And you so like an angel smile, 

They can't but let you in. 



INCONSTANCY. 

Aifo do I then wonder, that Julia deceives me, 
When surely there's nothing in nature more 
common ? 
She vows to be true, and while vowing she leaves 
me — 
But could I expect any more from a woman? 
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Ob 9 woman I your heart is a pitiful treasure ; 
And Mahomet's doctrine was not too tevere, 
When he thought you were only materials of 
pleasure, 
And reason and thinking were^out of your 
sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can 
win it, 
He thinks that an age of anxiety's paid ; 
But, oh! while he's blest, let him' die on the 
minute — 
If he live but a dajr^ he'll be surely betray'd. 



IMITATION OF CATULLUS.* 

TO HraCSELF. 



Miser Catulle, desinas ineptire,>«tc. 

Cease the sighing fool to play ; 
Cease to trifle life away ; 

* Few poets knew better than Catollas what a French 

writer calls 

— — la d^catesse 

D'un Tolnptneux sentiment ; 
but his passions too often obscnred his imagination. £. 
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Nor Tainly think those joys thine own, 
Which all, alas I have falsely flown ! 
What hours, CatnUns, once wece thine. 
How £urly seemM thy day to shine. 
When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
The girl, who smiled so rosy sweet- 
Hie girl thou loyedst with fonder pain 
Than e'er thy heart can feel again ! 
Yon met— *yoar souls seem'd all in one-— 
Sweet little sports were said and done— 
Thy heart was warm enoa|^ for both. 
And hers indeed was nothing loath. 
Sach were the hours that once were thine ; 
But, ah ! those hours no longer shine I 
For now the nymph delights no more 
In what she loved so dear before ; 
And all Catullus now can do, 
Is to be proud and frigid too ; 
Nor follow where the wanton flies. 
Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 
False maid ! he bids farewell to thee, 
To love, and all love's misery. 
The hey-day of his heart is o'er^ 
Nor will he court one Ceivout more ; 
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But soon hell see thee droop thy head, 
Doom'd to a lone and loveless bed, 
When none will seek the happy night. 
Or come to traffic in delight ! 
Fly, perjured girl ! — but whither fly? 
Who now will praise thy cheek and eye ? 
Who now will drink the syren tone, 
Which tells him thou art all his own ? 
Who now will court thy wild deli^^ts, 
Thy honey kiss, and turtle'bites ? 
Oh ! none. — And he who loved before 
Can never, never love thee more ! 



EPIGRAM.* 

Your mother says, my little Venus, 
There's something not correct between us. 

And you'll in fiault as tnuch as I : 
Now, on my soul, my little Venus, 
I think 'twould not be right between us, 

To let your mother tell a lie ! 

* I believe this epigram is originallj French.* — ^E* 
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TO JULIA. 



Though Fate, my girl, inay.bid us part, 
Our souls it cannot, shall not, sever ; 

The heart will seek its iLindred heart, 
And ding to it as dose as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed? 

Is all our dream of rapture oyer ? 
And does not Julia's bosom bleed 

To leave so dear, so fond a lover ? 

Does she too mourn ? — Perhaps she may ; 

Perhaps' she weeps our blisses fleeting : 
But why is Julia's eye so gay. 

If Julia's heart like mine is beating ? 

I oft have loved the brilliant glow 
Of rapture in her blue eye streaming— 

But can the bosom bj^eed with woe, 
While joy is in th^ glances bea^ng ? 

No, no I — Yet, love, I will not chide, 
Although your heart were fond of roving : 

Nor that, nor all the world beside, 
Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 
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YouV soon be distant from his eye, 

And, with you, all that's worth popessing. 

Oh ! then it will be sweet to die, 
Whan life has lost its only blessing ! 



SONG. 



Sweet seducer ! blandly smiling ; 
Charming still, and still beguiling ! 
Oft I swore to love thee never, 
Yet 1 love thee more than ever ! 

Why that little wanton blushing. 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing— 
All is lovely, all entrancing ! 

Turn away those lips of blisses — 
I am poison'd by thy kisses ! 
Yet, again, ah ! turn them to me : 
Ruin's sweet, when they undo me ! 

Oh ! be less, be less enchanting ; 
Let some little grace be wanting ; 
Let my eyes, when Fm expiring. 
Gaze awhile without admiring ! 
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NATURE'S LABELS. 

A FmAGMESfT. 

Ix Tain we fondly striTe to tiace 
Tlie soal*s reflection in the Oaice ; 
In Tain we dwell on lines and crosses. 
Crooked mouth, or short proboscis ; 
BooImcs haTe look*d as wise and bri|^t 
As Plato or the Stagirite : 
And many a sage and learned skull 
Has peep'd through windows dark and dull ! 
Since then, thou^ art do all it can. 
We ne'er can reach the inward man, 
Nor inward woman, from without 
(Though, ma'am, you smile, as if in doubt), 
I think 'twere well if Nature could 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 
Some pretty short descriptions write, 
In tablets large, in black and white. 
Which she might hang about our thiot ties. 
Like labels upon physic-bottk^ 
Theie we might read of all — But stay- 
As learned dialectics say, 
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The argument most apt and ample 
For common use, is the example. 
For instance, then, if Nature's care 
Had not arranged those traits so £air, 
Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 
This is the label she'd have pinn'd on. 

LABEL FIRST. 

Within this yase there lies enshrined 
The purest, brightest gem of mind ! 
Though Feeling's hand may sometimes throw 
Upon its charms the shade of woe, 
The lustre of the gem, when veil'd, 
Shall be but mellow'd, not conceal'd. 



Now, sirs, imagine, if you're able. 
That Nature wrote a second label. 
They're her own words — at least suppose so- 
And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 

LABEI^ SECOND. 

When I composed the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 
I had at hand but few ingredients, 

• 

And so was forced to use expedients. 
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I put therein some small discemingi 
A grain of sense, a grain of learning ; 
And when I saw the void behind, 
I fiU'd it up with— froth and wind ! 



TO MRS. M 



Sweet lady ! look not thus again : 
Those little pouting smiles recal . 

A maid remember'd now with pain, 
Who was my love, my life, my all ! 

Oh ! while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye. 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look, 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh ! 

Yes, I did love her — madly love — 
She was the sweetest, best deceiver ! 

And oft she swore she'd never rove ! 
And I was destined to beUeve her ! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile could thus betray: 
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Alas ! I think the lovely wile 

Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell that stole my mind 

On lips so pure as thine I see, 
I fear the he^rt which she resigned 

Will err again, and fly to thee I 



SONG. 

Why, the world are all thinking about it ; 

And, as for myself, I can swear. 
If I fancied that Heaven were without it, 

rd scarce feel a wish to go there. 

If Mahomet would but receive me. 

And Paradise be as he paints, 
Tm greatly afraid, God forgive me ! 

rd worship the eyes of his saints. 

But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet's seraglio above, 

.When Phillida gives me her lip, 
As my own little heaven of love ? 

VOL. VII. 1 1 
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Oh, Phyllis I that kiss may be sweeter 
Than ever by mortal was giyen ; 

But your lip, love! is only St. Peter, 
And keeps but the key to your Heaven ! 



TO JULIA. 

Mock me no more with Love's beguiling dream, 

A dream, I find, illusory as sweet : 
One smile of friendship, nay of cold esteem. 

Is dearer far than passion's bland deceit I 

I've heard you oft eternal truth declare ; 

Your heart was only mine, I once believed. 
Ah I shall I say that all your vows were air ? 

And must I say, my hopes were all deceived? 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twined, 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal : 

Julia ! 'tis pity, pity makes you kind ; 

You know I love, and you would seem to feel. • 

But shall I still go level in those arms 
On bliss in which affection takes no p^rt ? 

No, no ! farewell I you give me but your charms, 
When I had fondly thought you gave your heart ! 
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IMPROMPTU. 



Look in my eyes, my blushing fair ! 

Thou'lt see thyself reflected there ; 

And, as I gaze on thine, I see 

Two little miniatures of me : 
Thus in our looks some propagation lies, 
For we make babies in each other's eyes ! 



TO ROSA. 



Does the harp of Rosa slumber? 

Once it breathed the sweetest number ! 

Never does a wilder song 

r 

Steal the breezy lyre along, 
When the wind, in odours dying. 
Wooes it with enamour'd sighing. 

Does the harp of Rosa cease ? 
Once it told a tale of peace 
To her lover's throbbing breast — 
Then he "vras divinely blest ! 
Ah ! but Rosa loves no more, 
Therefore Rosa's song is o'er ; 
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And her harp^negle.cted lies ; 
And her boy forgotten sighs. 
Silent harp— forgotten lovers- 
Rosa's love and song are over I 



SYMPATHY. 

TO JULIA. 



— sine me sit nulla Venus. Sulpicu. 



Our hearts, my love, were doom'd to be 
The genuine twins of Sympathy : 

They live with one sensation : 
In joy or grief, but most in love, 
Our heart-strings musically move. 

And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard thee say, 
Thy vital pulse shall cease to play 

When mine no more is moving ! 
Since, now, to feel a joy alone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none : 

Such sympathy in loving ! 
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And, oh ! how often in those eyes, 
Which melting beam'd like azure skies 

In dewy vernal weather- 
How often have I raptured read 
The burning glance, that silent said, 

" Now, love y we feel together ?** 



TO JULIA. 



I SAW the peasant's hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever ; 

They seem'd in very being twined ; 
Yet now the oak is fresh as ever. 

Not so the widow'd ivyshines : 
Torn from its dear and only stay. 

In drooping widowhood it pines. 
And scatters all its blooms away ! 

Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine, 
Till Fate disturb'd their tender ties : 

Thus gay indifference blooms in thine, 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies ! 
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TO MRS. 



■amore 



In canuti pensier si disconvene. Guakihi. 

Yes, I think I once heard of an amorous youth 
Who was caught in his grandmother's bed ; 

But I own I had ne'er such a liquorish tooth 
As to wish to be there in his stead. 

'Tis for you, my dear madam, such conquests to 
make : 

Antiquarians may value you high : ' 
But I swear I can't love for antiquity's sake, 

Such a poor virtuoso am I. 

I have seen many runs all gilded with care. 
But the cracks were still plain to the eye : 

And I ne'er felt a passion to venture in there, 
But tum'd up my nose, and pa^'d by ! 

I perhaps might have sigh'd in yout magical chain 
When your lip had more freshness to deck it ; 

c. • 

But I'd hate even Dian herself in the wane,*^ 
She might then go to hell for a Hecate I 
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No, no ! when my heart's in these amorous faints, 
W^iich is seldom, thank Heaven ! the case ; 

For, by reading the Fathers, and Lives of the 
Saints, 
I keep up a stock of good grace : 

But then 'tis the creature luxuriant and fresh 
That my passion with ecstasy owns ; 

For indeed, my dear madam, though fond of the 
flesh, 
I never was partial to bones I 



. ON THE DEATH OF A LADY. 

« 

Sweet spirit ! if thy airy sleep 
Nor sees my tears, nor hears my sighs. 

Oh ! I will weep, in luxury weep, 
Till the last heart'fr<lrop fills mine eyes. 

But if thy sainted soul can feel, 

And mingles in our misery ; 
Then, then, my breaking heart I'll seal — 

Thou shalt not hear one sigh from me ! 
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The beam of mom was on the stream, 
But sullen clouds the day deform : 

Thou wert, indeed, that morning beam, 
And death, alas ! that sullen storm. 

Thou wert not form'd for living here, 
• For thou wert kindred with the sky ; 
Yet, yet we held thee all so dear. 

We thought thou wert not form'd to die ! 



TO JULIA. 

Sweet is the dream, divinely sweet. 
When absent souls in fancy meet ! — 
At midnight, love ! I'll think of thee ! 
At midnight, love ! oh think of me ! 
Think that thou givest thy dearest kiss, 
And I will think I feel the bUss. 
Then, if thou blush, that blush be mine ; 
And, if I weep, the tear be thine ! 
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TO . 

Can I again that form caress. 

Or on that lip in rapture twine ? 
No, no ! the lip that all may press 

Shall never more be press'd by mine. 

Can I again that look recal 

Which once could make me die for thee ? 
No, no ! the eye that bums on all 

Shall never more be prized by me ! 



WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF OF A 
LADY'S COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

Here is one leaf reserved for me, 

From all thy sweet memorials free ; 

And here my simple song might tell 

The feelings thou must guess so well. 

But could I thus, within thy mind, 

One little vacant comer find, 

Where no impression yet is seen. 

Where no memorial yet has been, 

Oh ! it should be my sweetest care 

To write my name for ever therp ! 

II. 
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SONG. 



Away with this pouting and sadness I 
Sweet girl I will you never give o'fer ? 

I love you, by Heaven ! to madness, 
And what can I swear to you more ? 

Believe not the old woman's fable, 
That oaths are as short as a kiss ; 

I'll love you as long as Fm able, 
' And swear for no longer than this. 

Then waste not the timQ with professions ; 

For not to be blest when we can, 
Is one of the darkest transgressions 

That happen 'twixt woman and man. — 
Pretty moralist ! why thus beginning 

My innocent warmth to repirove ? 
Heaven knows that I never loved sinning — 

Except little sinnings in love ! 

If swearing, however, will do it, 

Gome, bring me the calendar, pray — 
I vow, by that lip, III go through it, 

* 

And not miss a saint on my way. 
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The angels shall help me to wheedle ; 

m swear upon every one 
That e'er danced on the point of a needle,^ , 

Or rode on a beam of the sun ! 

Oh ! why should Platonic control, love, 

£nchain an emotion so free ? 
Your soul, though a very sweet soul, love, 

Will ne'er be sufficient for me. 
If you think, by' this coolness and scorning. 

To seem more angelic and bright, 
Be an angel, my love, in the morning. 

But, oh ! be a woman to-night I 



TO ROSA. 

Like him who trusts to summer skies, 
And puts his little bark to sea, 

Is he who, lured by smiUng eyes. 
Consigns his simple heart to thee : 

'*' I believe Mr. Little alluded here to a famous <juestion 
among the early schoolmen : '' How many thousand angels 
could dance on the point of a yery fine needle, without jost- 
ling one another?" If he could have been thinking of the 
schools while he was writing this song, we cannot say ^* canit 
indoctum^^ 
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For ficUe is the summer wind, 
And sadly may the bark be toss'd ; 

For thou art sure to change thy mind. 
And then the wretched heart is lost ! 



TO ROSA. 



Oh ! why should the girl of iny soul be in tears 

At a meeting of rapture like this. 
When the glooms of the past and tlie sorrow of 
years 

Have been paid by a moment of bliss ? 

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight, 

Which dwells on her memory yet ? 
Do they flow like the dews of the amorous night, 

Fr\)m the warmth of the sun that has set ? 

Oh ! sweet is the tear on that languishing smile, 
That smile, which is loveliest then ; 

And if such are the drops that delight can beguile. 
Thou shalt weep them again 'and again ! 
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RONDEAU. 



^' Good night ! good night !" — and is it so? 

And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Oh, Rosa ! say ^^ Good night I" once more, 

And 111 repeat it o'er and o'er, 

Till the first glance of dawning light 

Shall find us saying, still, '^ Good night I" 

And still " Good night !** my Rosa, say — 

But whisper still, " A minute stay ;'* 

And I will stay, and every minute 

Shall have an age of rapture in it. 

We'll kiss and kiss in quick delight. 

And murmur, while we kiss, '^ Good night I" 

" Good night !'* youTl murmur with a sigh, 

And tell me it is time to fly : 

And I will vow to kiss no more. 

Yet kiss you closer than before ; 

Till slumber seal our weary sight — 

And then, my love ! my soul ! '^ Good night ! 



"^< AFT Pffra.ff «. CmJOL 
Tn oi: iisei: nud ivv iBHsei itiiis. 



auc TiffrvgL pimirintfy denies 
i^ nmcL tf if tkie deed 



If -vriflLiBf; dmnitt i&. ycm mnd I 

All damn'd ts all ear bevt's coalient ; 

Conif;. tiifsiL. «t least w xny o^y 
Samt pkasmc ior osr puoduncBt 1 



TO BQSA. 



Jbl wisest soul, by angolsh torn. 
Will soon mileani the lore it knew ; 

And, when the shrining casket's worn. 
The gem within will tarnish too. 

iJut love's an essence of the soul, 

Which sinks not with this chain of clay ; — 
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Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of withering pain or pale decay. 

• 

And surely, when the touch of Death 

Dissolves the spirit's mortal ties, 
Love still attends the soaring breath, 

And makes it purer for the skies ! 

Oh, Rosa ! when, to seek its sphere, 
My soul shall leave this orb of men. 

That love it found so blissful here 
Shall be its best of blisses then ! 

• 

And, as in fabled dreams of old, 

Some airy genius, child of time. 
Presided o'er each star that rolFd 

And track'd it through its path sublime ; 

, So thou, fair planet, not unled, 

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lover's shade, ^divinely wed. 
Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky. 

And brighten in the solar gem ; 
111 bask beneath that lucid eye, 

Nor envy worlds of suns to them ! 
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And, oh ! if airy shapes niay steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame, 

Then, then, my love ! — ^but drop the veil ! 
Hide, hide from Heaven the unholy flame. 

No ! — ^when that heart shall cease to beat, 
And when that breath at length is free ; 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we'll meet, 
And mingle to eternity ! 



ANACREONTIQUE. 



-in lachrymas verterat omne merum. 

Tib. lib. i. cleg. 5* 



Press the grape, and let it pour 
Around the board its purple shower ; 
And while the drops my goblet steep, 
ril think — in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine ! 
Heaven grant no tears, but tears of wine. 
Weep on ; and, as thy sorrows flow, 
m taste the luxury of woe I 
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ANACREONTIQUE. 

Friend of my soul ! this goblet sip, 

'Twill chase that pensive tear ; 
'Tis not so sweet as woman's lip, ' 
fiat, oh ! 'tis more sincere. 
Like her delusive beam, 

TwiU steal away thy mind ; 
But, like Affection's dream, 
It leaves no sting behind ! 

Gome, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade ; 

These flowers were cuU'd at noon ; — 
Like woman's love the rose wiU fade, 
But, ah ! not half so soon ! 
For, though the flower's decay'd. 

Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love's betray'd, 
The heart can bloom no more ! 



« 
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THE KISS. 



Dla nisi ia lecto nosquani potaere doceri. 

OviDy lib. ii. deg. 5. 

GnE me, my love, that billing kiss 

I taugbt you one delicious night, 
When, tuning epicures in bliss. 

We tried inTentions of delight. 

Come, gently steal my lips along, 

And let your lips in murmurs move, — 

Ah, no ! — again — that kiss was wrong,— 
How can you be so dull, my love? 

*^ Cease, cease !" the blushing girl replied — 
And in her nulky arms she caught me — 

^^ How can you thus your pupil chide ; 

*' Tou know 'twas in the dark you taught me ! ' 



TO MISS 



ox HER ASKING TBE AUTHOR WHY SHE BAD SLEEPLESS 

IflGHTS. 

I'll ask the sylph who round thee flies. 
And in thy breath his pinion dips. 




little's poebis. a6i 

Who suns him in thy lucent eyes, 
And faints upon thy sighing lips : 

rU ask him where 's the veil of sleep 
That used to shade thy looks of light ; 

Arid why those eyes their vigil keep, 
When other suns are sunk in night. 

And I will say — her angel breast 
Has never throJ>b'd with guilty sting ; 

Her bosom is the sweetest nest 
Where Slumber could repose his wing ! 

And I will say — her cheeks of flame, 

Which glow like roses in the sun, 
Have never felt a blush of shame. 

Except for wliat her eyes have done ! 

Then tell me, why, thou child of air 1 
Does Slumber from her eyelids rove ? 

What is her heart's impassion'd care ?— - 
Perhaps, oh, sylph ! perhaps 'tis loi^e ! 



262 uttle's poems. 

NONSENSE. 

Good reader ! if you e'er have seen, 

When Phoebus hastens to his pillow. 
The mermaids, with their tresses green, 

Dancing upon the western biUow : 
If you have seen, at twilight dim. 
When the lone spirit's vesper hymn 

Floats wild along-the winding shore t 
If you have seen, through mist of eve. 
The fairy train their ringlets weave. 
Glancing along the spangled green : — 

If you have seen all this, and more, 
God bless me ! what a deal you've seen ! 



TO JULIA. 

ON HEK BI&TH-DAY. 

When Time was entwining the garland of years^ 
Which to crown my beloved was given. 

Though some of the leaves might be sullied with 
tears. 
Yet the flowers were all gather'd in Heaven ! 
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And long may this garland be sweet to the eye, 

May its verdure for ever be new ! 
Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh, 

And Pity shall nurse it with dew ! 



ELEGIAC STANZAS.* 

How sweetly could I lay my head 
Within the cold grave's silent breast ; 

Where Sorrow's tears no more are shed, 
No more the ills of life molest. 

For, ah ! my heart, how very soon 

The glittering dreams of youth are past ! 

And, long before it reach its noon, 
The sun of life is overcast. 

* This poem, and some others of the same pensive cast, 
we may suppose, were the result of the^/ew melancholy mo- 
ments which a life so short and so pleasant as that of the 
author could have allowed. — ^E. 
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UTTLES 



TO ROSA. 



A Cur mmcnra, c camnlo d^ amanti, PusL Fid, 

^kvn Hie ycMi then a thing of art, 

Sr^noia^ all and loving none ? 
Kiii\ havo 1 Ktrovc to gain a heart 

Which eviPTv coxcomb thinks his own ? 



A«s^ <)o yim, likr the dotard's fire, 
^VK^Ji, yyvip^rleas of enjoying any, 

«?**»d»< ;t^ n^wti^ «ick desire, 
^^ t«<**««w^ Hiiiv¥«lMi: with many ? 



tK«rs 



to 4«Tt a umiber. 



^^ ♦*> 



^^ «•(«•"*<<, 



p. vy«mK; ^C 



-■ « ■ 



V^ > ^ . 
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But if your heart be not so free, — 

Oh ! if another share that heart, 
Tell not the damning tale to me, 

But mingle mercy with your art. 

I'd rather think you black as hell, 

Than find you to be all divine, 
And know that heart could love so well. 

Yet know that heart would not be mine ! 



LOVE IN A STORM. 



Quam juvat immites ventos audire cubantem, 

£t dominam tenero continuisse sinu. Tibullus. 



Loud sung the wind in the ruins above. 

Which murmur'd the warnings of Time o'er 
our head ; 

While fearless we offer'd devotions to Love, 
The rude rock our pillow, the rushes our bed. 

Damp was the chill of the wintry air, 

But it made us cling closer, and warmly unite ; 

Dread was the lightning, and horrid its glare, 
But it show'd me my Julia in languid delight. 
VOL. VII. 12 



imiKs 



Tr m ^mmuL dkr aiJlkdl, ud Ml not a fear, 
"nm^fft. dbr dbMPcr Ad beif , and the tempest 

ibi 



ttiidhermiurmars asdear, 
JkftifdkrbiwIdnttftaLfillowof down ! 



•n a ImkL wss sleqpui§, 
A fcwu KoMatk her hosom hy ; 



Sink the ftovcr, asd lew away ! 

Pity, then, poor Jes5j*s rain. 

Who, heralm'd hy Slnmber's wing, 

l^ercr idt what Lore was doing — 
Merer dieam*d of snch a thing. 



THE SURPRISE. 

CflLomis, I swear, by all I ever swore, 
That from this hour I shall not love thee more.-* 
*< What ! lore no more? Oh ! why this alter'd tow?'' 
Because I cannot loye thee more— than noiv / 
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TO A SLEEPING MAID. 

Wake, my life I thy lover's arms 
Are twined around thy sleeping charms : 
Wake, my love I and let desire 
Kindle those opening orbs of fire. 

Yet, sweetest, though the bliss delight thee, 
If the guilt, the shame affright thee. 
Still those orbs in darkness keep ; 
Sleep, my girl, or seem to sleep. 



TO PHILLIS. 



Phillis, you little rosy rake, 

That heart of yourS I long to rifle : 

Gome, give it me, and do not make 
So much ado about a tri/le ! 



SONG, 



When the heart's feeling 
Bums with concealing, 
Glances will teU what we fear to confess : 
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Mil whatan anguish 
Silent tolangnirfi, 
Could we not look all we wish to express ! 

When haU-«zpiiing, 

Restless, desiring. 
Lovers wish something, bat most not say what. 

Looks tell the wanting. 

Looks tell the granting. 
Looks betray all that the heart would be at. 



THE BALLAD.^ 

Thou hast sent me a flowery band, 
And told me 'twas fresh from the field ; 

That the leaves were antouch'd by the hand, 
And the purest of odours would yield. 

And indeed it was fragrant and fair ; 

But, if it were handled by thee, 
It would bloom with a livelier air, 

And would surely be sweeter to n)p ! 

^ThU ballad was probably suggested by tbe following 
Epigram in Martial : 

Intactas qaare mittis mibi, PoUa, coronas, 
A te Texaus malo tenere rosas. Epig, xc. lib. ti.^E. 
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Then take it, and let it entwine 
Thy tresses, so flowing and bright ; 

And each little flow*ret will shine 
More rich than a gem to my sight. 

Let the odorous gale- of thy breath 

Embalm it with many a sigh ; 
Nay, let it be wither'd to death 

Beneath the warm noon of thine eye. 

And, instead of the dew that it bears, 
The dew dropping fresh from the tree ; 

On its leaves let me number the tears 
That affection has stolen from thee ! 



TO MRS. 



ON HEft 

BEAUTIFUL TRANSLATION OF VOITURFS KISS. 



IMon aine sar ma l^yre ^tait lors toute enti^re, 

Pour savoorer le miel qui sur la v6tre ^tait ; 

Mais en me retirant, elle resta derriire, 

Tant de ce doux plaisir Pamorce Parr^toit ! Voit. 

How heavenly was the poet's doom, 
To breathe his spirit through a kiss ; 
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▲ad lose within so sweet a tomb 
Tlie tiembling messenger of bliss ! 

knfiy ah ! his soul retam*d to feel 
That it i^aih could rayish'd be ; 

For in the kiss that thou didst steal. 
His life and soul haye fled to thee ! 



TO A LADY. 

ON HEE SINGING. 

Tby song has tangfat my heart to feel 

Those soothing thoughts of heavenly love. 

Which o*er the sainted spirits steal 
When listening to the spheres above ! 

When, tired of life and misery, 

I wish to sigh my latest breath, 
Oh, Emma ! I will fly to thee. 

And thou sbalt sing me into death ! 

And if along thy lip aftd cheek 

That smile of heavenly softness play, 

Which,— ah ! forgive a mind that's weak, — 
So oft has stolen my mind away ; 
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Thou'lt seem an angel of the sky, 
That comes to charm me into bliss : 

m gaze and die — Who would not die. 
If death were half so sweet as this ? 

A DREAM. 

I THOUGHT this heart consuming lay 

On Cupid's burning shrine : 
I thought he stole thy heart away. 

And placed it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt, 

Like ice before the sun ; 
Till both a glow congenial felt, 

And mingled into one ! 



WRITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, 

CALLED " THE BOOK OF FOLLIES;" 

In which every one that opened it should contribute 

something. 



TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIES. 

This tribute's from a wretched elf. 
Who hails thee emblem of himself ! 



Tbe ImoL irf life. ^lUc^ I kft^ traced. 



Of UiiK sriUiBi «'er ud o\ 

hmvt indeed tem wiit so neat. 
In ^unrtos so Ur, sft sweety 
That tlimr who jadgr net too severely, 
Have said they love'd saA ioBies dearly I 
Vet «till. hoQ^L : the jJIbmii stands ; 
For tiicsc were penifd Ynjhmde hands : 
The nst.— alas! I own tlie trath, — 
Haivc all been scrihhlcd so nncxH&th, 
That fHndenee.^ with a withering look, 
Dtsdainfnl (lings away lihe book. 
Like thinr^ its pages here and there 
Bave oft been stain^^ wi^ blots of care ; 
A.nd sometimes hovrs of peace, I own, 
fpom soaae fairer leayes hare shown. 
White as the snowings of that Hearen 
By which those hoars of peace were given. 
Bnt now no longer — sach, oh ! such 
The blast of Disappointment's touch ! 
^o longer now those hoars appear ; 
Each leaf is sullied by a tear : 
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Blank, blank is every page with care. 
Not e'en a folly brightens there. 
Will they yet brighten? — ^Never, never ! 
Then shut the bookj God ! for ever ! 



WRITTEN IN THE SAME, 
TO THE PRETTY LITTLE MRS. — 



IMPROMPTU. 



Magis Yenustatem an brevitatem mireris incertam est. 

Macbob. Sat, lib. ii. cap. 3. 



This journal of folly's an emblem of me ; 
But what book shall we find emblematic of thee ? 
Oh ! shall we not say thou art Loire's duodecimo ? 
None can be prettier ; few can be less, you know. 
Such a volume in sheets were a volume of 

charms ; 
Or, if bound, it should only be bound in our 

arms! 



12. 



K74 ISTHMUS 



SONG. 



Dear ! in pity do not speak ; 

In ycNir eyes I leadit all. 
In the flushing at your chee) 



In thoie tears that £JL 
Yes, yes, my sool ! I see 
Ton k>Te, yon live for only me ! 

Beam, yet beam that kULing eye. 
Bid me expire in lasdoas pain ; 

Bat kiss me, kiss me while I die, 
And, oh ! I live again ! 

Still, my loTe ! with looking kill. 

And, oh ! reriye with kisses still ! 



THE TEAR. 

Off beds of snow the moonbeam slept. 
And chilly was the midnight gloom, 

When by the damp graye Ellen wept — 
Sweet maid ! it was her Lindor's tomb ! 

A warm tear gush'd, the wintry air 
Congeal'd it as it flow'd away : 
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All night it lay an ice-drop there, 
At morn it glitter'd in the ray ! 

An angel y wandering from her sphere, 
Who- saw this bright, this frozen gem, 

To dew-eyed Pity brought the tear. 
And hung it on her diadem ! 



TO 



In bona cur qaisqnam tertius ista venit? Ovid. 

So ! Rosa turns her back on me. 
Thou walking monument ! for thee ; 
Whose visage, like a grave-stone scribbled, 
With vanity bedaub'd, befribbled. 
Tells only to the reading eye,' 
That underneath corrupting lie. 
Within thy heart's contagious tomb 
(As in a cemetery's gloom). 
Suspicion, rankling to infection. 
And all the worms of black reflection I 

And thou art Rosa's dear elect. 

And thou hast won the lovely trifle ; 



3r6 ^jToA 

And I nnift bear iiy^B, mt^iett. 
And I mmt all my Mni^fdA stiie : 

Wliile thon for ever lingei^A Bighy 

Scowling, fnattering, ginaling, nmmmhig, 

Like flome sbnp, busy, ficdidflj. 
About a twinkling taper humming. 



TO JULU. 

WEEPCfG. 

Ofl ! if yoar tean are gi^en to care. 
If real woe distnrbs your peace, 

G>nie to my bosom, weeping lair ! 
And I will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Fancy's yision*d fears. 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 

You look so loTely in your tears, 
That I must bid you drop them still ! 



SONG. 



IIavb you not seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye ? 
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Have you not marked the flush of fear, 

Or caught the murmur'd sigh ? 
And can you think my love is chill, 

Nor fix'd on you alone ? 
And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so much your own ? 

To you my soul's affections move 

Devoutly, warmly true ; 
My life has been a task of love, 

One long, long thought of you. 
If all your tender faith is o'er, 

If still my truth you'll try ; 
Alas ! I know but one proof more, — 

111 bless your name, and die ! 



THE SHIELD.* 

Oh ! did you not hear a voice of death ? 

And did you not mark the paly form 
Which.rode on the silver mist of the heath, 

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 

* This poem is perfectly in the taste of the present day- 
** his nam plebecula gaudet.'' — E. 
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Was it a wailing bird of the gloom, 
Which shrieks on the house of woe all ni|^t? 

Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb. 
To howl and to feed till the glance of light? 

Twas not the death-bird's cry from the wood, 
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast ; 

Twas the shade of Helderic — man of blood — 
It screams for the guilt of days that are past ! 

See how the red, red lightning strays, 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ! 

Now on the leafless yew it plays, 
Where hangs the shield of this son of daath ! 

That shield is blushing with murderous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew's spray ; 
It is blown by storms and wash'd by rains. 

But neither can take the blood away I 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field. 
Demons dance to the red moon's light ; 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging 
shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 
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TO MRS. 



Yes, Heaven can witness how I strove 
To love thee with a spirit's love ; 
To make thy purer wish my own, 
And mingle with thy mind alone. 
Oh ! I appeal to those pure dreams 
In which m, «oui has hung on thee, 
And Fve forgot thy witching form. 
And I've forgot the liquid beams 
That eye efifuses, thrilling warm — 
Tes, yes, forgot each sensual charm, 
Each madd'ning spell of luxury, 
That could seduce my soul's desires. 
And bid it throb with guiltier fires. — 
Such was my love, and many a time, 
When sleep has given thee to my breast, 
And thou hast seem'd to share the crime 
Which made thy lover wildly blest ; 
E'en then, in all that rich delusion, 
When, by voluptuous visions fired. 
My soul, in rapture's warm confusion. 
Has on a phantom's lip expired ! 
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E'en then some parer thoughts would steal 
Amid my senses' warm excess ; 
And at the moment— oh ! e'en then 
Fve started from thy melting press, 
And blush'd for all I've dared to feel. 
Yet sigh'd to feel it all again !— 
Such was my love, and still, O still 
I might have calm'd the unholy thrill : 
My heart might be a taintless shrine,' 
And thou its votive saint should be : 
There, there I'd make, thee all divine, 
Myself divine in honoring thee. 
But, oh ! that night ! that fatal night ! 
When both bewilder'd, both betray'd, 
We sank beneath the flow of soul, 
Which for a moment mock'd control ; 
And on the dangerous kiss delayed, 
And almost yielded to delight ! 
God ! how I wish'd, in that wild hour. 
That lips alone, thus stamp'd with heat, 
Had for a moment all the power 
To make our souk eflnsing meet ! 
That we might mingle by the breath 
In all of love's delicious death ; 
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And in a kiss at once be blest, 
As, oh I we trembled at the rest ! 
Pity me, love ! I'll pity thee, 
If thou indeed has felt like me. 
All, all my bosom's peace is o'er ! 
At night, which was my hour of calm, 
When from the page of classic lore, 
From the pure fount of ancient lay, 
My soul has drawn the placid balm 
Which charm*d its little griefs away ; 
Ah ! there I find that balm no more. 
Those spells, which make us oft forget 
The fleeting troubles of the day, 
In deeper sorrows only whet 
The stings they cannot tear away. 
When to my pillow racked I fly. 
With wearied sense and wakeful eye. 
While my brain maddens, where, where 
Is that serene consoling prayer, 
Which once has harbinger'd my rest, 
When the still soothing voice of Heaven 
Has see.m'd to whisper in my breast, 
" Sleep on, thy errors are forgiven ! ** 
No, though I still in semblance pray. 
My thoughts are wandering far away ; 
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And e'en the name of Deity 

Is monnor'd out in sighs for thee I * 



ELEGUC STANZAS. 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEIf BT JULIA ON THE DEATH OF 

HER BROTHER. 

Though sorrow long has worn my heart ; 

Though erery day I've counted o'er 
Has brought a new and quickening smart 

To wounds that rankled fresh before ; 

Though in my earliest life bereft 

Of many a link by nature tied ; 
Though hope deceived, and pleasure left ; 

Though friends betray'd, and foes belied ; 

I still had hopes — for hope will stay 
After the sunset of delight ; 

* This irregular recurrence of the rhjrmes is adopted from 
the light poetry of the French, and is, I think, particularly 
suited to express the varieties of feeling. In gentler emotions, 
the verse may flow periodic and regular; and in the transition 
to violent passion, can assume all the animated abruptness of 
blank verse. Besides, by dispensing with the limits of distich 
and stanza, it allows an interesting suspension of the sen- 
timent. — E, 
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So like the star which ushers day, 
We scarce can think it heralds night ! 

I hoped that, after all its strife, 

My weary heart at length shoidd rest, 

And, fEunting from the waves of life, 
find harbour in a brother's breast. 

That brother's breast was warm with truth, . 

Was bright with honour's purest ray ; 
He was the dearest, gentlest youth — 

Oh ! why then was he torn away ? 

He should have stay'd, have lingered here. 

To <^lm his Julia's every woe ; 
He should have chased each bitter tear, 

And not have caused those tears to flow. 

We saw his youthful soul expand 
In blooms of genius, nursed by taste ; 

While Science, with a fostering hand, 
Upon his brow her chaplet placed. 

We saw his gradual opening mind 

Enrich'd by all the graces dear ; 
Enlighten'd, social, and refined. 

In friendship firm, in love sincere. 
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Swk wss dtt yo«tk wc loTed 90 well ; 

Sack vcKtke bopes that late denied— 
Wc loped, baft, ak ! we could not tell 

How deep, bow deutlj, till he died ! 

Qoie as die fa ^d cs t links ooold strain, 
Twined witb my ^ery heart he grew; 

And by that fiite which breaks the chain, 
Hie beait is aloKist broken too ! 



FAMIY OF TIMMOL. 

k MHOi-OOACH AOTERTUBB. 



QiMdrigis petimiu bene riyere. Horace. 

Sweet Fanny of Tinunol ! when first you came in 
To the close little carriage in which I was hurl'd, 

I thought to myself, if it were not a sin, 

I could teach you the prettiest tricks in the world. 

For your dear little lips, to their destiny true, 
Seeni'd to know they were bom for the use of 
another ; 

And, to put me in mind of what I ought to do, 
Were eternally biting and kissing each other. 
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And then you were darting from eyelids so sly, — 
Half open, half shutting, — such tremulous light : 

Let them say what they will, I could read ia your 
eye 
More comical things than I ever shall write. 

And oft, as we mingled our legs and Our feet, 
I felt a pulsation, and cannot tell whether 

In yours or in mine — ^but I know it was sweet, 
And I think we both felt it and trembled to- 
gether. 

At length when arrived^ at our supper we sat, 
I heard with a sigh, which had something of 
pain, 

That perhaps our last moment of meeting was that. 
And Fanny should go back to Timmol again. 

Tet I swore not that I was in love with you. 
Fanny, — 

Oh, no I for I felt it could never be true ; 
I but said — what I've said very often to many — 

There's few I would rather be kissing than you. 

Then first did I learn that you once had believed 
Some lover, the dearest and falsest of men ; 
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And so gently you spoke of the youth who deoeifd, 
That I thought you perhaps might be tempted 
again. 

But you told me that passion a moment amused, 
Was followed too oft by an age of repenting ; 

And check'd me so softly, that while you refused, 
Forgive me, dear girl, if I thought 'twas con- 
senting ! 

And still I entreated, and still you denied. 

Till I almost was made to believe you sincere ; 
Though I found that, in bidding me leave you, 
you sigh'd, 
And when you repulsed me, 'twas done with a 
tear. 

In vain did I whisper, << There's nobody nigh;" 
In vain with the tremors of passion implore ; 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply — 
I acknowledged them both, and I ask'd for no 
more. 

Was I right ?— oh I I cannot believe I was wrong. 

Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again ; 
And may Providence guide her uninjured along, 

Nor scatter her path with repentance and pain! 
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By Heaven I I would rather for ever forswear 
The Elysium that dwelk on a beautiful breast. 

Than alarm for a moment the peace that is there. 
Or banish the dove from so hallow'd a nest ! 



A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a cloud, with envious veil, 
Obscures yon bashful Ught, 

Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night ! 

nris thus the world's obtrusive wrongs 

Obscure with malice keen 
Some timid heart, which only longs 

To live and die unseen ! 



ELEGUG STANZAS. 



Sic jamt perire. 

When wearied wretches sink to sleep, 
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep. 
To those who weep and long to die ! 
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Saw ]foa the soft aad t*^u*f be^ 



Tis there I wish to lay my had, 
Tis there I widi to deep at rest ! 

Oh ! kt not tears rmhalm aay toaab. 
None bat the dews by twili^t fpiwat I 

Oh ! kt not sighs disturb the f^oom. 

None but the whispering winds of Hearen! 



THE KISS. 



Gaow to my lip, thoa sacred kiss. 
On which my sool's beloved swore 

That there should come a time of bUss 

When she would mock my hopes no nuwe ; 

And fancy shall thy glow renew. 

In sighs at mom, and dreams at ni^t, 

And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Till thoa'rt absoWed by rapture's rite. 

Sweet hours that are to make me bkst. 
Oh ! fly, like breezes, to the goal. 
And let my lore, my more than soul. 

Come panting to this Cerer^d bieast; 
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And while in every glance I drink 
The rich o'erflowings of her mind, 

Oh ! let her all impassioned sink. 
In sweet abandonment resigned, 

Blushing for all our struggles past/ 

And murmuring, '^ I am thine at last !" 



TO 



With all my soul, then, let us part. 
Since both are anxious to be free ; 

And I will send you home your heart, 
If you will send back mine to me. 

We've had some happy hours together, 
But joy must often change its wing ; 

And spring would be but gloomy weather, 
If we had nothing else but spring. 

'Tis not that I expect to find 
A more devoted, fond, and true one. 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind^ 
Enough for me that she's a new one. 

VOL. VII. 1 3 
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And in exulting joys discover 
AU the charms that once were inine ; 

I think I should be sweetly blest, 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh, 
You'd say, while to his bosom prest. 

He loves not half so well as I ! 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how, beneath the moonbeam's smile. 
You little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, 
And murmuring then subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care. 
Rises on Time's eventful sea ; 

And, having swell'd a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity ! 
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All I had often fancied o'er, 

But never, never felt before : 

The day flew by, and night was short 

For half our blisses, half our sport I 

I know not how we changed, or why, 

Or if the first was you or I : 

Yet so 'tis now, we meet each other. 

And I'm no more than Julia's brother ; 

While she's so like my prudent sister, 

There's few would think how close Fve kiss'd her. 

But, Julia, let those matters pass ! 
If you will bHm a sparkling glass 
To vanish'd hours' of true delight. 
Gome to me after dusk to-night. 
I'll have no other guest to meet you. 
But here alone 111 tSte^^h'tete you. 
Over a little attic feast. 
As full of cordial soul at least, 
As those where Delia met Tibullus, 
Or Lesbia wanton'd with Catullus. * 



^ Coenam, non sine candidA pnellA. 

Cat. Carm. xiii. 
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AN ODE UPON MOftNDIG. 



Turn to me, Loye ! the moming njs 
Are glowing o'er thy langoki chum 

Take one loxinioiis jnrtiBg guCf 
While yet I linger in 



'Twas long before the noon of ni|^t 
I stole into thy bosom, dear ! 

And now the glance of dawnmg fight 
Has found me still in daWianfr hen. 

Turn to me, Lore I the trembling (^euns 
Of mojm along thy white neck ftiay ; 

Away, away, you ennoos beams, 
111 chase you with my lips away ! 

Oh ! is it not divine to think, — 

While all around were luU'd in nigkt. 

While even the planets seem'd to 
We kept bur yigils of deli|^t ? 

The heart, that little world of ours, 
Unlike the drowsy world of care, 

Then, then awaked its sweetest powers, 
And all was animation there I 









mttTiiiiBii 3t Ji 
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Come, then, bid Ganymede fill er'ry bowl for you, 
Fill them up brimmers, and drink as I call : 

I'm going to toast every nymph of my soul for you, 
Ay, on my soul, l*m in love with them all ! 

Dear creatures ! we can't live without them. 
They're all that is sweet and seducing to man ! 

Looking, sighing about and about them, 

We dote on them, die for them, all that we can. 

Here's Phillis ! — whose innocent bosom 

Is always agog for some novel desires ; 
To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lose 'em. 
Is all that the innocent Phillis requires. — 
Here's to the gay little Jessy I — ^who simpers 

So vastly good-humour'd, whatever is done ; 
She'll kiss you, and that without whining or 
whimpers, 
And do what you please with you — ^all out of 
fun! 

Dear creatures, etc. 

A bumper to Fanny ! — I know you will scorn her, 
Because she's a prude, and her nose is so curl'd ; 

i3. 
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B«l if erer you chatted with Fan in a oonier, 
You*d say die's the best little giii in tiie 
world ! — 
Another to Lyddy !— still struggling with duty, 
And asking her conscience still, *^ whether she 
sliould i** 
While her eyes, in the silent confession of beauty, 
Say« ^^ Only for scmeihin§^ 1 certainly would !" 

Dear creatures, etc. 

Fill for Ghloe ! — ^bewitchingly simple, 

Who angles the heart without knowing her lure ; 
Still wounding around with a blush or a dimple. 

Nor seeming to feel that she also could cure !— 
Here's pious Susan !— ^the saint, who ailone, sir, 

Could erer have m%de me religious outri^t : 
For had 1 such a dear little saint of my own, sir, 

I'd pray on my knees to her half the long night ! 

Dear creatures, etc. 
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Comb, tell me where the maid is found 
Whose heart can love without deceit. 

And I will range the world around, 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me where's her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh ; 

A pilgrimage of years I'll roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye ! 

And, if her cheek be rosy bright. 
While truth within her bosom lies, 

ni gaze upon her, mom and night, 

Till my heart leave me through my eyes 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 
111 own all miracles are true ; 

To make one maid sincere and fair. 
Oh ! 'tis the Utmost Heaven can do ! 



I 
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SONG* 

Svhtest lore ! IH not forget thee ; 

Tiaie doll only teich my heart, 
Fottder^ w»nner« to r^ret thee, 

Lopdy, s^ntle as thou art !«- 
Faicwdl, Bessy ! 

Tetf oh ! yet again well meet, loye. 

And lepose our hearts at last : 
Oh ! saie 'twill then he sweet, loye. 

Calm to think on sorrows past. — 
Faiewell, Bessy ! 

Tes, my girl, the distant blessing 
Mayn't be always sooght in vain ; 

And the moment of possessing — 
Will't not, love, repay our pain ?— 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Still I feel my heart is breaking, 
When I think I stray from thee, 

'*' All these songs were adapted to airs which Mr. Little 
composed, and sometimes sang, for his friends : this may ac- 
count for the peculiarity of metre observable in many of 
them.*-E. 
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Round the world that quiet seeking, 
Which I fear is not for me ! — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom — 

Can it, dearest ! most it be ? 
Thou within an hour shalt lose him. 

He for ever loses thee ! 
Farewell, Bessy ! 



SONG. 

If I swear by that eye, youll allow 

Its look is so shifting and new, 
That the oath I might take on it now. 

The very next glance would undo I 

Those babies that nestle so sly. 

Such different arrows have got, 
That an oath on the glance of an eye 

Such as yours, may be off in a shot I 

Should I swear by the dew on your Up, 
Though each moment the treasure renews. 

If my constancy wishes to trip, . 
I may kiss off the oath when I choose I 



jtrm joit iiit iiaC& tftat are there ! 
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JOIN'S KISS. 

W^jc* urfturC Ifas ia iqas :Aqpt« 
Csgai sfMft h« dkuiJlliar dcpl ; 
AnL w^Ltle a hiba^ i^ he stole, 
Rihiliag firaflt the im£uit*s soul. 
He ssilu^ Aid, «^ With this, with this 
** rn sunt my JuUhl's boming kiss !" 

Nay, more ; he sti^ to Yenos' bed^ 
Ere yet the sangaioe flash had fled. 
Which IiOTe*s diTinest, dearest flame 
Had kindled through her panting frame. 
Her soul still dwelt on memory's themes. 
Still floated in voluptaous dreams ; 
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, And every joy she felt before 
In slumber now was acting o'er. 
From ber ripe lips, which seem'd to thrill 
As in the war of kisses still, 
And amorous to each other clung. 
He stole the dew that trembling hung. 
And smiling said, '' With this, with this 
'^ ni bathe my Julia's burning lusi V* 



TO 



Remember him thou leanest behind. 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee, 

Close as the tenderest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom roved, 

Though many seem'd my soul to share ; 

'Twas passion when I thought I loved, 
'Twas fancy when I thought them fair. 

E'en she, my Muse's early theme. 
Beguiled me only while she warm'd ; 

'Twas young desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion form'd. 



/ 
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Sbc JU-iJU tt< mr luBUt 



Ql 1 HHB mc. witeii 1 swear tiiee lliis, 
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Thai littlf mge 1 innild aot put, 
JxL which iD\ sckbI is pnou'd 

For tlie most li{^ aad wu^^sd beut 
TWl wmntazts m tbe pMttPg tow. 

StSL, wkj hAnrdl stfll keqp in mind, 
B o imner fkr remoTed from me. 

That there is one thou learest behind 
Whose heart respires for only thee ! 

Andy though nngenial ties haye bound 
Thy fate unto another's care, 
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That arm, which dasfs thy bosom loand. 
Cannot confine the heart that's there. 

No, no! that heart is only mine, 

By ties all other ties above. 
For I have wed it at a shrine 

Where we have had no priest bat Love 1 



SONG. 

*■ 

Flt from the world, O Bessy ! to me, 

Thoult never find any sincerer ; 
I'll give up the world, Bessy ! for thee, 

I can never meet any that's dearer ! 
Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh. 

That our loves will be censored by many; 
All, all have their follies, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any ? 

When your lip has met mine, in abandonment 
sweet. 

Have we felt as if virtue forbid it? — 
Have we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet ?•— 

No, rather 'twas Heaven that did it! 
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So innoeent, lore ! is the pkasore we sip, 

So little of guilt is there in it. 
That I wish all my errors were lodged on your lip, 

And rd kiss them away in a minute ! 

Then come to your lover, oh ! fly to his shed, 

From a world which I know thou despisest; 
And slumber will hover as light on our bed, 

As e'er on the couch of the wisest! 
And when o'er our pillow the tempest is driven, 

And thou, pretty innocent ! fearest, 
ni tell thee, it is not the chiding of Heaven, 

'Tis only our lullaby, dearest ! 

And, oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my love! 
:• Looking back on the scene of our errors, 
A sigh from my Bessy shall plead then above. 

And Death be disarmed of his terrors I 
And each to the other unbracing will say, 

*' Farewell! let us hope we're forgiven! " 
Thy last fading glance will illumine the way. 

And a kiss be our passport to Heaven ! 




V. 
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SONG. 



Think on that look of humid ray, 

Which for a moment mix'd with mine, 

And for that moment seem'd to say, 
^^ I dare not, or I would be thine ! " 

Think, think on every smile and glance. 
On all thou hast to charm and move ; 
And then forgive my bosom^s trance. 
And teU me 'tis not sin to love ! 

Oh ! not to love thee were the sin; 

For sure, if Heaven's decrees be done. 
Thou, thou art destined still to win, 

As I was destined to be won ! 



SONG. 



A CAPTIVE thus to thee, my girl. 
How sweetly shall I pass my age, 

Contented, like the playful squirrel. 
To wanton up and down my cage. 



••* 



m. 



r*."- 
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I btre bad it fy- roie very 
But nerer ^ A^urr imtil 
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Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all 
flame. 

Bat my head was so full of romance. 
That I fancied her into some chiyalry dame, 

And I was her knight of the lance ! 
But Martha was not of this fanciful school. 

And she laugh'd at her poor little knight ; 
While 1 thought her a goddess, she thought me a 
fool. 

And I'll swear she W£^ most in the right. 

My soul was now calm, till, by Gloris's looks, 

Again I was tempted to rore ; 
But Gloris, I found, was so learned in books. 

That she gave me more logic than love ! 
So I left this young Sappho, and hastened to fly 

To those sweeter logicians in bliss. 
Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye, 

And convince us at once with a kiss ! 

Oh ! Susan was then all the world unto me, 

But Susan was piously given ; 
And the worst of it was, we could never agree 

On the road that was shortest to Heaven ! 
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«< Oil, Sua ! T^sud, iiilkeBM»ailso£ MOth, 

^ What^s devobon to thee or to me ? 
** I d evo utly believe tliere's a lieftvai on earth, 

"* And bdie^ dut tibu heavca's in i&ee/" 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 



A FlUCaiENT. 
TO 

Tis ai||jhit» t^ spectred hour isni^! 
l^jmty i L I lieu* tke BBOiMiK blast 
H«uig, widi sad >qwildinil a^ 
IK Hre tbat liangs nqglffctrd bj. 
And ieems to BKwni for pleasores past ! 
Dial Ivir was once attMPed far diee 
Tfi mny a lay of fond deii^t, 
WlMm all tky days were fNcn to 
\mI wne wmsefoy Uiasfiid ni^t. 
Il^w <A IVe U]^|«is^*d by tby 
A^ w4«dr «iY kHt'ls IvnnMit tide 

Rmi )ill Wild TlOt tHKM^pi 

X 
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Oh ! iHiile in erery CimtiBg note 
We heard the soul of pasrion float ; 
While in thy Uoe disK>lTiiig ^^nce, 
Fve laptmed read diy bosom's tnnce, 
Fye song and txembled, kisaTd and sang ; 
Tin, as we mingle breath with bieadi. 
Thy homing kisses porch my tongne. 
My hands drop listkss on the lyie. 
And, mmmaring like a swan in death. 
Upon thy bosom I e^nre I 
Tes, I indeed remember well 
Those horns of pleasore past and o'er ; 
Why hare I lived their sweets to tdl ? 
To tell, bat nerer leel them more I 
I should have died, haye sweetly died. 
In one of those impassioned dreams,^ 
When languid, silent on thy breast. 
Drinking thine eyes' delicious beams. 
My soul has fluttered from its nest, 
And on thy lip just parting sigh'd ! 
Oh ! dying thus a death of loye. 
To Heaven how dearly should I go I 
He well might hope for joys above. 
Who had begun them here below ! 



3i2 unufs 



SOSG. 



WuEBE is tlie Bjwfkkf irlKite uure €][« 
Can diine tlirongh rupture's tew? 

Tbe sun has fonk, the motm is U^, 
And yet she comes not here ! 

Was that her footstep m the hill— 
Her Toioe upon the gale ? — 

No; 'twas the wind, and all is still: 
Oh, maid of Marliyale ! 

Come to me, love, Fve wander'd £ur, 
Tls past the promised hoar ; 

Come to me, love, the twilight star 
SfaaU guide thee to my bower. 



SONG. 



When Time, who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasures too. 

The memory of the past will stay, 
And half our joys renew. 
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Then, Chloe, when thy beauty's flower 

Shall feel the wintry air, 
Remembrance will recal thd hour 

When thou alone wert fair ! 

Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come, 

And memory gild the past ! 

Gome, Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to love and thee : 
Thou never canst decay in soul, 

Thou'lt still be young for me. 

And, as thy lips the tear-drop chase 

Which on my cheek they find, 
So hope shall steal away the trace' 

Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of future years 
When love shall lose its soul, 

VOL. VII. i4 
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Mt Chk»e drops ber timid tears, 
Tbrr aui^^ with my bowl ! 

IBcfw like ikis bowl of wine, my £adr, 

0«a WriBg life shall fleet ; 
Tbo«i{^ tears may sovaetimes miaf^e Aere, 

IVe draia^t will still be sweet ! 

Tlieft £li the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our Joys dull always last ; 
For bope wiH fan^ten days to come, 

Altai BMrnory giU tbe {»ast ! 




THE SHRINE. 
TO . 

Mt £ates had destined me to roTe 
A long, long pilgrimage of love ; 
And many an altar on my way 
Has lured my pious steps to stay ; 
For, if the saint was young and fair, 
I turn'd and sung my ye^rs there. 
This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire, 
Is what your pretty saints require : 
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To pass, nor tell a single bead, 
With them would he profane indeed! 
But, trust me, all this young devotion 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, eyery humbler altar past, 
I now have reach 'd the shrine at last ! 



REUBEN AND ROSE. 

A TALE OF aOMAfTCE. 



The darkness which hung upon Willumberg's walls 
Has long been remember'd with awe and dis- 
may ! 

•I 

For years not a sunbeam had play'd in its halb. 
And it seem'd as shut out from the regions of 
day; 

Though the valleys were brighten'd by many a 
beam. 
Yet none could the woods of the castle illume ; 
And the lightning which flash'd on the neighbour- 
ing stream, 
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom ! 



<ir the 



die 



i*ift^ 



silnery 



jjid 



1: ^vQt&s^ ^\r Tliir tr«v«t5S ^ ^ 



u tliecaTe, 
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She flew to the wizard— <« And tell me, oh tdl! 

Shall my Reuben no more be restored to my 
eyes?"— 
^^ Tes, yes, — ^when a spirit shall toll the great bell 

Of the mouldering abbey, yoar Reuben shall 



rise!" 



Twice, thrice he repeated ** Tour Reuben shall 
rise!'' 
And Rose felt a moment's release from her pain ; 
She wiped, while she listen'd, the tears from her 
eyes, 
And she hoped she might yet see her hero 
again ! 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death, 
When he felt that he died for the sire of his 
Rose ; 
To the Oder he flew, and there plunging beneath, 
In the lapse of the billows soon found his 
repose.— 

How strangely the order of destiny falls ! — 
Not long in the waters the warrior lay, 



Uft rJtTCBf5^ 



\imI Its roskle ot* WiUaiiib«^ 3jui&'c& un ttiieixiE^- 



Ml, <dl hM tlie !ioiil af the maidl ^wi» in l^tL, 
rkef9 !«n«Tinw iiui termr lav riamw^xtflMBii^^ 

ti9f* fU'^ (lid ilie w.iiuler, ^ntt lil tiiii Hm^ ni^ilU 
III ^fMnf ^ her Wi^v aa the wicte^ nbraori: Bvift- 

rift, Mt did jiiie paim 6ir the tnil «ff t&e Wl„ 
4imI ilMi Ikewrvi bnit the btsadiiiij^ «f 10^4^ m 

\^$m%^ kunis 4id 4ms jggzc oa die watoy swB. 
Ami 9km MW bat Um Coam. of tkir 



4mt fi^t^ro Ml midiiigbt its Teii woold 

A« ^\\ti Wk'd at the light of the laoom in the 

Hhft ih<i1«($Ul 'tw»« bis helmet of sihrer she saw, 
4# ibi« (iUrl of the sarge glittered hif^ in the 

4 ml now tlie third night was begemming the sky, 
t'liof HoM 00 the cold dewy margent reclined, 
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There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, ' 
When, — hark ! — 'twas the bell that came deep 
in the wind ! 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering 

shade, 
A form o'er the waters in majesty glide ; 
She knew 'twas her love, though his cheek was 
decay 'd. 
And his helmet of silver was wash'd by the tide. 

Was this what the seer of the cave had foretold? — 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot 
a gleam ; 
. 'Twas Reuben, but ah ! he was deathly and cold. 
And fleeted away like the spell of a dream ! 

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought 
From the bank to embrace him, but never, ah ! 
never ! 

Then springing beneath, at a billow she caught, 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever ! 



)a» 



umx's fonn. 




TOE EI>G .♦ 




A TAL£. 




^Mtmh^^ iMv vin. Otid. ^sk 


>r. fib. ii. cin^ i5. 



Tlii( ti<^y ^y At kogth amriTed 

Wilkin RaprrI was to wed 
Ump fdiinrsi maid io 5axony, 

\ttd lake her Io his bed. 

\s hmm m morn was in the sky, 

TUn feast and sports began ; 
The men ailmireil the happy maid. 

The m<iids the happy man. 

In many a sweet device of mirth 
. The day was pass'd along ; 

* 1 •hotihl b« torvy to think that my friend had any serioiu 
ttucntioiu ol' frightrnitig the nursery by this story : I rather 
hope— thotigh the manner of il leads me to doubt — that bis 
ilesign WB« to ritlicule that distempered taste which prefers 
those monsters of the fancy to the ** speciosa miracula^ of 
true poetic imagination. 

I find, by a note in the manuscript, that he met with this 
story in a German author, Fromman upon Fascinatioriy 
lK>ok, iii. part. vi. chap. 18. On consulting the work, I per- 
ceive that Fromman cpioies it from Belcacensis, among 
many other stories equally diabolical and interesting.— E. 
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And some the featly dance amused. 
And some the dulcet song. 

The younger maids with Isabel 

Disported through the bowers, 
And deck'd her robe, and crown'd her head 

With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire, 

Within the castle walls, 
Sat listening to the choral strains 

That echo'd through the halls. 

Toung Rupert and his friends repair*d 

Unto a spacious court, 
To strike the bounding tennis-ball 

In feat and manly sport. 

The bridegroom on his finger had 

The wedding-ring so bright, 
Which was to grace the lily hand 

Of Isabel that night. 

And fearing he might break the gem, 

Or -lose it in the play. 
He look'd around the court, to see 

Where he the ring might lay. 

«4. 



Nfvr wt. tiv- tman & stsctait atM»d. 

vrjkiTX. ittfnr fnl ionf Ivid Imcb 
t icsr . IteatnsL |^ae&. or 

^'^nslaIl^ .' fitfiatitsx. queen. 



fti tnec liif Tinf tt- ih ; 
AIM. tiiui;;iD^ i: vc^s> saiesi tbere. 

»iit ainir thf isniu^ S¥%^n^ ^vicst «b. 
Til. tnr* "wart -wcKwd ill. 

V Jill ^£t^ sarat ^wbi ; 

The ^ind vxf dSKki «poa the ling 
\ntlft £» ukd iiii|;lit5 cUsp; 

In nin he tzkd, uii tried, jjid tried. 
He could not loose the gn^ ! 

• 

How sore surprised was Rapert's mind, 
As well his miiid might be ; 
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*^ Fll come^'' quoth he, '^ at ni^t again, 
When none are here to see.** 

He went unto the feast, and much 

He thought upon his ring ; 
And much he wonder'd what could mean 

So very strange a thing I 

The feast was o'er, and to the court 

He went without delay, 
Resolved to break the marble hand, 

And force the ring away ! 

But mark a stranger wonder still — 

The ring was there no more ; 
Yet was the marble hand ungrasp*d, 

And open as before ! 

He searched the base, and all the court. 

And nothing could he find. 
But to the castle did return 

With sore bewilder'd mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth, 

The night in dancing flew ; 
The youth another ring procured, 

And none the adventure knew. 
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And noW the priest has join'd their htndSf 

The hoars of love advance ! 
Rupert almost forgets to think 

Upon the morn's mischance. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay, 
Like flowers half-open'd by the dawn. 

And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by her lovely side, . 

In youthful beauty glows, 
Like Phoebus, when he bends to cast 

His beams upon a rose I 

And here my song should leave them both. 

Nor let the rest be told. 
But for the horrid, horrid tale 

It yet has to unfold ! 

Soon Rupert, 'twixt his bride and him, 

A death-cold carcase found -^ 
He saw it not, but thought he fell 

Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then returned. 
But found the phantom still ; 
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In vain he shrunk, it clipp'd him round, 
With damp and deadly chill ! 

And when he bent, the earthy lips 

A kiss of horror gave ; 
'Twas like the smell from chamel vaults, 

Or from the mouldering grave ! 

Ill-fated Rupert, wild and loud 

Thou criedst to thy wife, 
^^ Oh ! save me from this horrid fiend, 

My Isabel ! my life I " 

But Isabel had nothing seen. 

She look'd around in vain ; 
And much she mourn'd the mad conceit 

That rack'd her Rupert's brain. 

At length from this invisible 

These words to Rupert came ; 
( Oh God ! while he did hear the words, 

What terrors shook his frame I ) 

** Husband ! husband ! I've the ring 

Thou gavest to«day to me ; 
And thou'rt to me for ever wed, 

As I am wed to thee I " 



itf 



%gak Jl the w^t the liwii lay 

\iiil 9lnuji*d him with sncli deadly gnsp, 
ttn diuit^^ht his :shoaU bare died ! 



Bui iriitHi tbtf <iawm o£ dsT 

This litirciii phnnfOMi fcd^ 
ilid IttIV till; a&i^hted yooth to we^ 

Bj Unbitt in bi:iL 

UU dl tbitt ibkj a gioomy ckMid 
Wiitf iiiini QH Rupeft^s Wows ; 

fiur Ttnbist wntf likewise sad, 
But $tzvv« ti> dniinr ber ^[KNise. 

^ai^ «» tfer (ifty adTftaced, lie Aoagfat 
Of ct^ittitti^ aigbt with fear : 

4h ! thiit he nu&t with tenor Tiew 
The Ufd thit shoold be dearl 

It kiifth the second nigbt anriTed, 
Xipm their oovcb they pressed ; 

Pbor Rupert hoped that all was o*ert| 
And looked for loTe and rest. 

Bat oh ! when midnight came, again 
The fiend was at his 
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And, as it strain'd him in its grasp, 
With howl exulting cried,— 

'' Husband! husband! Yye the ring, 

The ring thou gayest to me ; 
And thou'rt to me for ever wed, 

As I am wed to thee ! " 

In agony of wild despair, 

He started from the bed ; 
And thus to his bewildered wife 

The trembling Rupert said : 

'^ Oh Isabel ! dost thou not see 

A shape of horrors here. 
That strains me to the deadly kiss, 

And keeps me from my dear?** 

*' No, n6, my love I my Rupert, I 

No shape of horrors see ; 
And much I mourn the phantasy 

That keeps my dear from me I " 

This night, just like the night before, 

In terrors pass*d away. 
Nor did the demon vanish thence 

Before the dawn of day. 



tW iiMrtuot will 1 ^^ 



^ko mtmi woollen ■»!■!?, 
Whoi» dl dbe ctnuttrv nMMMl bdieved 

tt> I^UW» iui0tt»'» ImN cave 

iUa Ma l^*m 3^11^ suftd ask'd lum Ifeow 

Tbe i»tb<t beatd tbe yovtl^ ud tiieB 

IUlifft4 aiwIuW to praT ; 
4ihI> Imyih^^ pffdy*d for kadf an iMHar, 

^turo*il> and Ihiis dki say : 

** Tliere i$ a place where four roads meet, 

Which I will lett to thee ; 
Be there this ere, at fall of night. 

And list what thou shalt see. 

Thottit see a group of figures pass 
disordered crowd. 
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Trayling by torch-1i(^ht through thd roads, 
With noises strange and loud. 

And one that's high above the rest. 

Terrific towering o'er. 
Will make thee know him at a glance, 

So I need say no more. 

To him from me these tablets give, 

They'll soon be understood ; 
Thou need'st not fear, but give them straight, 

Fve scrawl'd them with my blood ! " 

The night-fall came, and Rupert all 

In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and he 

Was by the father sent. 

And lo ! a group of figures came 

In strange disordered crowd. 
Traveling by torch-light through the roads, 

With noises strange and loud. 

And as the gloomy tram advanced, 

Rupert beheld from far 
A female form of wanton mien 

Seated upon a car. 



'».il> taCLJi : 
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He went unto the female fiend, 
And wbisper'd in her ear. 

The female fiend no sooner heard, 

Than with reluctant look , 
The very ring that Rupert lost 

She from her finger took. 

And, giving it unto the youth. 
With eyes that breathed of hell. 

She said in that tremendous voice 
Which he remember'd well : 

^' In Austin's name take back the ring, 

The ring thou gavest to me ; 
And thou'rt to me no longer wed, 

Nor longer I to thee." 

He took the ring, the rabble pass'd, 

He home returned again ; 
His wife was then the happiest fair^ 

The happiest he of men. 



( 
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SONG. 
ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF BIRS. . 

WRITTBlf IN IRELAPTD. 

Of all my happiest hoars of joy, 
And even I have had my measure, 

When hearts were full and every eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure I 

Such hours as this I ne'er was given, 
So dear to friendship, dear to blisses ; 

Young Love himself looks down from heaven, 
To smile on such a day as this is ! 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ! 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

Oh ! banish every thought to-night, 

Which could disturb our soul's communion ! 

Abandon'd thus to dear ddight. 
We'll e'en for once forget the Union ! 

On that let statesmen try their powers^ 

id tremble o'er the rights they'd die for ; 




little's ik)£Ms. 333 

The union of the soul be ours, 
And every union else we sigh for ! 

Then, oh! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

In every eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart overflowing, 

From every soul I catch the spark 
Of sympathy in friendship glowing I 

Oh ! could such moments ever fly ; 

Oh ! that we ne'er were doom'd to lose 'em ; 
And all as bright as Charlotte's eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte's bosom. 

But oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

For me, whate'er my span of years. 
Whatever sun may light my roving ; 

Whether I waste my life in tears. 
Or live, as now, for mirth and loving ! 
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This sweetens all the fruits of truth, 

And makes the flowers of fancy brighter ! 

The little gift we send thee, boy, 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder, 

If indolence or syren joy 

Should ever tempt that soul to wander. 

Twill tell thee that the winged day 

Can ne'er be chained by man's endeavour ; 

That life and time shall fade away, 

While heaven and virtue bloom for ever ! 



FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES. 



Nobilitas sola est atque nnica Tiitas. Jvnr. 



Mahk those proud boasters of a splendid line. 
Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they shine, 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show. 
Like martial helm upon an infant's brow ; 
Those borro w'd splendours, whose contrasting light 
Throws back the native shades in deeper night. 
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Ask the proud train who glory's shade pursufi, 

Where are the arts by which that glory grew? 

The genuine virtues that with eagle-gaze 

Sou^t young Renown in all her orient blaze? 

Where is the heart by chymic trutn refined. 

The exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind? 

Where are the links that twined with heavenly art, 

His country's interest round the patriot's heart ? 

Where is the tongue that scatter'd words of fire ? 

The spirit breathing through the poet's lyre ? 

Do these descend with all that tide of lame 

Which vainly waters an unfruitful name ? 
♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 



Jitttiim beUnm quibus necessariam, et pia arma qaibns nulla 
nisi in annis relinq[aitnr spes. Livt. 



lb there no call, no consecrating cause, 
Approved by Qeaven, ordain'd by Nature's laws, 
Where justice flies the herald of our way. 
And truth's pure .beams uponthe banners play ? 
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Ye8| there's a call, sweet as an angel's breath 
To slumh^ring babes, or innocence in death ; 
And urgent as the tongue of heaven within, 
When the mind's balance trembles upon sin. 

Oh 1 'tis our country's voice, whose claims should 

meet 
An echo in the soul's most deep retreat ; 
Along the heart's responding string should run, 
Nor let a tone there vibrate — ^but the one ! 



SONG.* 

Maet, I believed thee true, 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 

But now I mourn that e'er I knew 

A girl so fair and so deceiving ! % 

Few have ever loved like me, — 

» 

Oh ! I have loved thee too sincerely ! 
And few have e'er deceived like thee,— . 
Alas ! deceived me too severely I 

* I believe these words were adapted by Mr. Little to the 
pathetic Scotch air << Galla Water.**— £. 
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Fare thee well ! yet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doobt thee ; 
Who now would rather trust that smile, 

And die with thee than live without thee! 

Fare thee well ! Fll think of thee, 

Thou leavest me many a bitter token ; 

For see, distracting woman ! see, 

My peace is gone, my heart is broken ! — 
Fare thee well ! 



SONG. 



Why does azure deck the sky ? 

'Tis to be like thy looks of blue ; 
Why is red the rose's dye ? 

Because it is thy blushes' hue. 
All that's fair, by Love's decree. 
Has been made resembling thee ! 

• 

Why is falling snow so white, 

But to be like thy bosom fair ? 
Why are solar beams so bright? 

sy may seem tf^y golden hair ! 
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All that's bright, by Love's decree, 
Has been made resembling thee I 

Why are Nature's beauties felt ? 

Oh ! 'tis thine in her we see ! 
Why has music power to melt ? 

Oh ! because it speaks like thee. 
All that's sweet, by Love's decree, 
Has been made resembling thee ! 



MORALITY. 
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 



ADDRESSED TO J. AT— >NS-^N, ESQ. M.R.I.A.*^ 



Though long at school and college, dozing 
On books of rhyme and books of prosing, 
And copying from their moral pages. 
Fine recipes for forming sages ; 

* The gentleman to whom this poem is i^ddressed is the 
author of some esteemed works, and was Ifr. Little's most 
particular friend. I have heard Mr. Little yery frecpently 
speak of him as one in whom *' the elements were so mixed," 
that neither in his head nor heart had nature left any defi. 
ciency. — E. 
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IhM^ iHig witb tbose diTuies at school, 
Wko iUbIl to ayike vs good by rule ;, 
WIkk ia ■Ktho dk forms adyancing, 
Teftddag nonAily like dancing, 
Tdl «s for HeaTten or money's sake^ 
Wkat ^«qp« we aie duoogh life to taket 
TlKMigfa tbnSf my friend, so long employed, 
Awl so much midnight oil destroyed, 
I must coofiess, my searches past, 
I only leamM io doubt at last. 

I find the doctors and the sages 
Hare di£Ber*d in all dimes and ages, 
And two in fifty source agree 

I 

On what is pore morality I 

lis like the rainbow's shifting zone. 

And erery vision makes its own. 

• 

The doctors of the Porch advise. 
As modes of being great and wise. 
That we should cease to own or know 
The luxuries that from feeling flow. 

<< Reas on al one must claim direction, 
And^^^VKiihe fill's perfection. 
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Like a doll lake the heart must lie ; 
Nor passion's gale nor pleasure's sigh, 
Though heaven the breeze, the breath supplied, 
Must curl the wave or swell the tide ! '' 

Such was the rigid Zeno*s plan 

To form his philosophic man ; 

Such were the modes he taught mankind 

To weed the garden of the mind ; 

They tore away some weedsy 'tis true, 

But all ihe flowers were rayish'd too ! 

Now listen to the wily strains, 

Which, on Gyrene's sandy plains. 

When Pleasure, nymph with loosen'd zone, 

Usurp'd the philosophic throne ; 

Hear what the courtly sage's * tongue 

To his surrounding pupils sung : 

<< Pleasure's the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend, 
And Virtue gives her heavenly lore. 
But to make Pleasure please us more ! 

* Arislippus. 

1 5. 
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Tus puR. -^ mnaninp Jbmrr of 
Snfi: nrc tkirrtfr xiL is sswesH x 
Vvm. h nirrial nuiiun of dl&x : 
^Ei. ut I j& nrjifs: ivcidi aboaU 



hai tLitt i: 2K. 2JI sects ve see 

Hart TTBlcii-irrsrd* of monlitr z 

Soxxtf err out Vesns. olbers Joi« : 

Bert 'tu rdigioB, there 'tis lore ! 

hut whik tber thus so widdv wander. 

While mystics dreanL, and doctois ponder. 

And some, in dialectics firm, 

.Seek Tirtae in a middle term; 

While tijus they strive, in Heaven's defiance, 

I'o chain morality with science ; 
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The plain good 
More rirtae than a sect can pfeadi. 
Pannes his conne, onsigdT Meft^ 
His tntor whispering in his breast : 
Nor eonld he act a purer part. 
Though he had TuUy all by heart ; 
And when he drops the tear on woe. 
He little knows or cares to know 
That Epictetus blamed that tear. 
By Hearen approred, to rirtoe dear ! 



Oh ! when I've seen the morning beam 
Floating within the dimpled stream. 
While Nature, wakening from the ni^t, 
Has just put on her robes of light. 
Have I with cold optician's gaze. 
Explored the doctrine oi those rays ? 
No, pedants, I have left to you, 
Nicely to separate hue from hue : 
Go, give that moment up to art, 
When Heaven and Nature claim the heart ; 
And dull to all their best attraction, 
Go — measure angles of refraction I 



. 4-i UTTIE 5 ?0E3IS< 



■Vhiiti i, in :eeiui^'< sweec roiiuaci:. 
lAiok }a ijL^ti >iav-4)eain i^ x glance 
From :titi ireat <^ve n Him above. 
Wakcuiui; iii> -▼orid '▼ith lookj of love ! 



I> witciiLUij «iiuuber» jc the ai^bc. 
I dreuiit •! 1 w^ts :uti iiiy ?prtte 

Tliat ou thy ijiUil luoiuent :>uiiled ; 
Vud MiuujjliL : •.v:iited ju :uy wia^ 
riiuM! :loxv«M> '▼bic'.i :a Elysium spring. 
To orowri iiv lovu'Ly mortal oliild. 

Wilii olivooiaucii I bouad tiiv head, 
Heai-t'^«* 1^0 iIou(5 thy path I shed. 

WImlu w:i:j to bloom t-irough all thy years ; 
>ur VL't did I lorj^et to bind 
Loves r'j?t.'S, -.vith his m\rtle twiaed, 

\riil .IcwM by sympataetic tears. 
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Such was the wild but precious booUi 
Which Fancy, at her magic noon, 

Bade me to Nona's image pay— 
Oh I were I, love, thus doom'd to be 
Thy little guardian deity. 

How blest around thy steps I'd play ! 

Thy life should sofdy steal along, 
Calm as some lonely shepherd's song 

That's heard at distance in the grove ; 
No cloud should ever shade thy sky, 
No thorns along thy pathway lie. 

But all be sunshine, peace, and love ! 

The wing of Time should never brush 
Thy dewy lip's luxuriant flush. 

To bid its roses withering die ; 
Nor age itself, though dim and dark, 
Should ever quench a single spark 

That flashes from my Nona's eye ! 
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